Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



> 



a ?-</7 7,/^ 






HARVARD COLLEGE 
LIBRARY 



BOOK OF SNOBS. 



W, M. THACKEKAY, 



l/fein' 



_^PUNCH OFFICE, Bfi, FLEET STREET. 



^v^m. lb 




(%r ':h*^ JiA^k/^ 7n/uvuu^ 



LONDON : 
BRADBURY AND BVANB, PRINTBBS, WHITEPRIARft. 



r^ 



V :. 



. *\ 



\ 



CONTENTS. 



♦ ■ 

CHAP. PAGE 

Prefatobt Remarks 1 

1. — The Snob playfully dealt with 5 

#2. — The Snob Royal 9 

3. — The Influence of the Abistocsacy on Snobs . . .12 

4. — « The Court Circular " and its influence on snobs . . 16 

5. — ^What Snobs admire 20 

6. — On some respectable Snobs . . . ' . , . 24 

7. — On some respectable Snobs 28 

8. — Great City Snobs 32 

9. — On some Military Snobs 36 

10. — Military Snobs 39 

11. — On Clerical Snobs 43 

12. — On Clerical Snobs and snobbishness 46 

13. — On Clerical Snobs 50 

14. — On Unitersity Snobs . . 53 

15. — On University Snobs 57 

16. — On Literary Snobs 60 

17. — A little about Irish Snobs 63 

18. — Party-oitino Snobs 66 

19. — DiNiNG-ouT Snobs 70 

20. DlNNER-GIYINQ SnOBS FURTHER CONSIDERED 73 

21. — Some Continentax Snobs .77 

22. — Continental Snobbery continued 81 

23. — English Snobs on the Continent 85 

24. — On some Country Snobs 89 



Vlll CONTENTS. 

CHAP. PAOB 

25. — A TISIT TO SOKB COUNTBY SnOBS 92 

26. — On some Country Snobs 97 

27. — A TisiT to some Countrt Snobs 102 

28. — On some Gountbt Snobs 105 

29. — A visit to some Country Snobs 110 

30. — On some Country Snobs 114 

31. — A visit to some Country Snobs 118 

32. — Snobbium gatherum 121 

33. — Snobs and marriage 125 

34. — Snobs and marriage 129 

35. — Snobs and marriage 133 

36. — Snobs and marriage 138 

37.— Club Snobs 142 

38.— Club Snobs 146 

39. — Club Snobs 150 

40. — Club Snobs 154 

41. — Club Snobs 169 

42.-~Club Snobs 163 

43.— Club Snobs 167 

44. — Club Snobs 171 

45. — Chapter last 176 



THE SNOBS OF ENGLAND. 

BY ONE OF THEMSELVES. 



PREFATORY REMARKS. 

XT^ nteetsUy erf a uxw* on Siwln, demonstrated /rem Bittory, and pnved 
~byfttwtOttt iUmlralioni :—I am the individ/Mal datined to virile that work— 
My vocation u amunmced in temu of ffreat elaqueaee—I thoie thai the world 
luu been gmtdtuill^ jweponnjr ileelf for the woek and the tiAii—Stu>bi are to 
be iludied like other c^tett of Natund Soienee, andare a partof the Btantifal 
{leilh a Urge S). 2B«i/ penrofe lAl claate— Affecting inatoiwe of Colonel 
Snobl^s-] 

E have all read a statement, (tho 

authenticity of which I take leave 

to doubt entirely, for upon what 

calculations I should like to know 

is it founded ?) — we have all, I 

say, been ftvoured by peruaicg s 

lemai'k, that when the times and 

necessities of the world call fiir 

a Man, that iodividnal is fonnd. 

Thus at the French ReToIution, 

q^ (whidi the reader will be pleased 

■* to have introduced so early) when 

it was requisite to admiiiister a 

corrective dose to the nation, Robespierbe was found a most foul 

and nauseooa dose indeed, and swallowed eagerly by the patient. 
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THE SNOBS OF ENGLAND. 

BY ONE OF THEMSELVES. 



PKEFATOET EBMAKKS. 

XTkt ntcetaits <(f a vwk on Stuibi, demomtirated from BUSory, and proved 
'tj felMlottt ^huCratioiu .- — / <»» the individmil datined to lerite that irorit— 
Ms wKotum is amuyumctd in (emu of gnal elo^atnix — I Aoa that tht world 
7io» been gradaaUy pr^ariiig ittelf for Iht woax and the mah— &w>Si are to 
be ttadied like other obgecti of NalmTol Sdeitee, andare a part of the BeaviifrA 
(imlh a large B). TStey pervade aiO. clauei—Affeetitu/ imtanc« of Colonel 
Snobley.'i 

s bave sll read a statement, (the 
authenticity of which I take leare 
to doubt entirely, for upon what 
calculations 1 should like to know 
is it founded?) — we have all, I 
say, been favoared by pemsing a 
remafk, that when the times and 
neceBsitiee of the world call for 
a Man, that individual ia foand. 
Thus at the .French Revolution, 

V (which the reader will be pleased 

to have introduced bo early) when 
it was requisite to administer a 
corredire dose to the nation, Kobebpibrre was found a most fbnl 
and oanseouB dose indeed, and swallowed eagerly by the patient. 



2 THE SNOBS OF EKGLAHD. 

greatly to the latter's ultimate advantage : thus, when it became 
necessary to kick John Bull out of America, Mr. AVashingtox 
stepped forward, and performed that job to satisfaction : thus^ when the 
Earl of Aldborough was unwell, Professor Hollow ay appeared 
with his pills, and cured his Lordship, as per advertisement, &c. &c. 
Numberless instances might be adduced to show, that when a nation 
is in great want, the relief is at hand, just as in the Pantomime (that 
microcosm) where when Clown wants anything — a warming-pan, a 
pump-handle, a goose, or a lady's tippet — ^a fellow comes sauntering 
out from behind the side-scenes with the very article in question. 

Again, when m^i commence an unfcrtakmg, they always are pre- 
pared to show the absolute necessities of the world demanded its com« 
pletion. — Say it is a railroad : the directors begin by stating that ^^ A 
more intimate communication between BathershiiiB and Derrynane Beg 
is necessary for the advancement of civilisation, and demanded by the 
multitudinous acclamations of the great Irish people." Or suppose it 
is a newspaper: the prospectus states that ''At a time when the 
Church is in danger, threatened from without by savage fanaticism 
and miscreant unbelief, and undermined from within by dangerous 
Jesuitism and suicidal Schism, a Want has been universally felt — a 
mffering people has looked abroad — for an Eodesiastioal Champion 
and Guanliaa. A body of Prelates and Gentlemen have tkerefoie 
stuped forward in this our hour of danger, and determined. on esta- 
blishii^ THE BBADLE newspaper/' &c. , &b. But one or other of these 
points at least is incontrovertible. The public wants a thix^, there- 
fore, it is supplied with it; or the public is supplied with a thing, 
therefore it wants it. 

I have long gone about with a conviction on my mind that I had a 
wwrk to do-~a Woric, if yen like, with a great W ; a Purpose to 
fulfil ; a chasm to leap into, like Curtius, horse & foot ; a Great^Soeial 
I^^Evil to Disoyver and to Remedy. That Conviction Has Pursued me 
for Tears. It has Dogged me in the Busy Street ; Seated Itself By 
Me in The Lowly Study ; Jogged My £lbow as it Lifted The WJne- 
•up at The Festive Board ; Pursued me through the Maze of Rotten 
Bow ; Followed me in Far Lands. On Brighton's Shingly Beach, or 
Margate's Sand ; the Voice Outpiped the Roarii^ of the Sea : it 
Nestles in my Nig^teap, And It Whispers, '^ Wake, filumberer, thy 
Woik Is Not Yet Dom." Last Year, By Moonlight, in the Colos- 
Bsom ; the Little Sedulous Voice Came To Me and Said, '^ Smith, or 
JoRBS," (The Writer's Name is Neither Here nor There) " Smith, 
or JoNBs, my fine follow, this is all very well, but you ought to be at 
home writing your great work ok Snobs." 

Wlien«man has this sort of vocation it is «11 nonsense attempting 
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FSBPATORT RBMARKS. S 

to dude it. He must ^eak out to tke natiow; ha mvst unkmsm 
liigififJf, 88 JsAMBs im>nld say, or cboke and die. ^ Mark to yoanel^*' 
1 haye often mentally exclaimed to your imnUe aervmat, '^iSkt 
gradoal way in wiikh yon have been prepand fcr, and are now led 
by an imsistible neoesaty to enter upon yoar gfreat Ubonr. VmA 
the World was made : then, as a matter of oenvse, Saobe ; tfaoy 
existed for years and years, and were no more known than America. 
But presently, — ingens patebat teUtis^ — ^the people became darkly 
aware that there was such a race. Not above five-and-twenty years 
since, a name, an expressive monosyllable, arose to designate that race. 
That name has spread over England like railroads subsequently ; 
Snobs are loMwn and recognised throvghoat an Empire on which I 
am g^en to:anierstand the Sun never sets. PuncA appears at the 
ripe season, to. lobnmicle their history; andiBB inoividual comes 
forth io.irrite that' history in AhmA. 

I have (and iv 1^ gift I congratulate layscff with a Deep and 
Abidag Tba akM aag) an eye for a Snob. If the Truthful is the 
BeaotiM: it is Beaatiful to stady even the Snobbish; to track 
Snobs thrsagh history, as certain Ifttle d^gs in Hampshire himt out 
trufles ; to sink shafts in society and oaaia upon rich veins of Snob* 
ore. Snobbishness is like Death in a quotation from Horace, which 
I hope you never have heard, " beating with equal foot at poor men's 
doors, and kicking at the gates of Emperors." It is a great mistake 
to judge of Snobs lightly, and think they exist among the lower 
classes merely. An immense per centage of Snobs I believe is to be 
found in every rank of this mortal life. You must not judge hastily 
or vulgarly of Snobs : to do so shows that you are yourself a Snob. 
I myself have been taken for one. 

When I was taking the waters at Bagnigge Wells, and living at 
the Imperial Hotel there, there used to sit opposite me at breakfast, 
for a short time, a Snob so insufferable that I felt I should never get 
any benefit of the waters so long as he remained. His name was 
LiEUTENikNT-CoiiONEL Snobley^ of a Certain dragoon regiment. 
He wore japanned boots and moustacbios : lie lisped, drawled, and . 
left the '^ r's " out of his words : he was always flourishing about, and ^ 
smoothing his lacquered whiskers with a huge flammg bandanna, 
that filled the room with an odour of musk so stifling that I deter- 
mined to do battle with that Snob, and that either he or I should quit 
the Inn. I first began harmless conversations with him ; frightening 
him exceedingly, for he did not know what to do when so attacked, 
and had never the slightest notion that anybody would take such a 
liberty with him as to speak first : then I handed him the paper : 
then; as he would take no notice of these advances, I used to look him 
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in the tace steadily and — and use my foi^ in liie ligltt of a toothpick. 
After twe mominga of this practice, he coald bear it no longer, and 
£urly quitted the place. 

Should the Colonel Ke this, will he lemember the Gent, who aaked 
him if he thought Pobuooaiar waa a fine writer, and drove him 
ftom the Hotel with a four-pronged fork i 
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CHAPTER I. 

THE SNOB PLATFDLLY DEALT WITH. 

sBE are relative ani poutive Snobs. 
I mean b; positive, Buch penoiu as 
are Snobs everywhere, in all com- 
panies, from morning till night, &om 
yonth to the grave, being by Nature 
endowed with SnobbiBhnees — and 
others who are Snobs only in certun 
circnmstances and relations of life. 
For instance : I once knew a man 
^, who committed before me an act as 
'•^ atrocious as that which I have indi- 
cated in the last chapter as performed 
by me for the puffiose of disgusting . 
^ Colonel Snoble^AIz., the using 
the fork in the guise of a toothpick. 
I once, I say, knew a man who, 
dining in my company at the Europa 
coSee-honse, (oppodle the Grand Opera, and, as everybody knows,^ ■ 
the only decent place fat dining at Naples,) ate peas with the assist- 
anca of his knife?' He was a person with whose society I was greatly 
pleased at first — indeed, we had met in the crater of Mount Vesuvins, 
and were subsequently robbed and held to ransom by brigands in 
Calabria, which is nothing to the pWBtose — a man of great powers, 
excellent heart, and varied informaYiU*' but I had never before seen 
him with a dish of peas, and his conduct in regard to them caused me 
the deepest pain. 

After having seen him thns publicly comport himself, but one 
course was open to me — to cnt his acquaintance, J commisuoned a 
mntnal friend (the Honourable Poly AwTHUs^to break the matter 
to this gentleman as delicately as poaublc, and to say that painful 
cirenmstances — in no wise affecting Mr. Marrowfat's honour, or my 
esteem for him — had occurred, which obliged me to forego my intimacy 
with him ; and accordingly we met, and gave each other the cut direct 
that night at the Duchess of Monte Fiat's ball.)S 
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6 THE SNOBS OF SNOLANOL V^ 

/ Everybody at Naples remarked the separation of the Damon and 

I PYTHiAMnideed, Marrowfat had saved my life more than once — 

I bat, as anJBnglish gentleman, what was I to do ? 

^ My dear friend was, in this instance, the Snob relative. It Is not 
snobbish of persons of rank of any other nation to employ their knife 
in the manner alluded to. I have seen Monte Fiasco clean his 
trencher with his knife, and every Principe in company doing like- 
wise. I have seen, at the hospitable board of H. I. H. the Grand 
Duchess Stephanie op Baden — (who, if these humble lines should 
come under her Imperial eyes, is besought to remember graciously the 
most devoted of her servants) — I have seen, I say, the Hereditary 
Prineestof Pot2taB8end»Donnerwetter (tliat sereaely-beautiful woman) 
use her knife in liect of a foik or spoon ; I have seen her almooi swal- 
low it^ by Jore ! like Rajeo Sameb, the Indian juggler. And did I 
blaidi 1 Did my estimatioa for the Princess dimimsh 1 No, lovely 
Ajiaxja ! One of the tniest passions that ever was inspired' by 
womBB was raised in this bosom by that lady. Bsantifdl one ! long, 
long may the knife carry food to those lips ! the reddest aoik loveliest 
in the world ! 

The cavse of my qusnel with Marrowfat I never biiettthed to 
mortal soul for four years. We met in the halls of the azisloeracy — 
o«r friends and rdatives. We jostled each other in the dance or at 
the board ; but the estrangement continued, and seemed iirevocabley 
until the fourth of June, last year. 

We met at Sib Gbosos Goixopbr's. We were placed, be on the 
r^t, ytwr hmnbk servant on the left of the admirable Lady G. 
Peas formed part of the banquet— ducks and green peas. I trembled 
as I saw Mabrowpat helped, and turned away sickening, lest I should 
behold the weapon darting down his horrid jaws. 

Wliat was my astoaishment, what my delight when I saw him use 
his fork like any oth«> ChriBtisn ! He did noil administer the cM 
steel once. Old times rushed back upon me— the remembrance of old 
services — his rescuing me from the brigands — ^his gallant conduct in 
the affair with the Countess Dei Spxnac&t — his Imding me the 
1700/. I almost borst into tears with joy — ^my voice trembled with 
emotion. " George, my boy ! " I exclaimed, '^ George Marrowfat, 
my dear fellow ! a glass of wine ! " 

Blushing — deeply moved — almost as tr^nulous as I was mys^, 
(xBOBOE answered, ^^ Frank^ shaU it be Hode or Madeira 9" I could 
have hugged him to my heart but for the presence of the company. 
Little did Lad7 Goixoper know what was the canse of the emotion 
which sent the duckling I was carving into her Ladyship's pink satin 
lap. The most good-^natured of women pardoned Uie error, and the 
butler removed the bird. 



THE S^GB PLAYFULLY BJ9ALT WITH. 7 

We have 1)mb the doscst friends eTer since, nor, of oonne, has 
CrBOBOB repeated hb odioas faehit* He ae^uired it at* a eeuDtry st^ool, 
-wheie the J <»iltivated peas, and oooly used two-fxronged foxks, and it 
-URHB only by liviDg on the eontment, wheve the usage of the four-p«NQg 
is general, that he lost the hemfak) custom. 

In this point« — and in this ooly^— I confess myself a manber of the 
dii»TBa FoBK SoHO<»i, and if this tale induce but one reader of Punch 
to pauBB^ to examine in his own mind solemnly, and ask, ^^Do I or do 
I not eat peas with a knife ? " — ^to see the ruin whidi may fall upon 
himself by continuing the practice, or his &mily by bdbolding the 
eocamplei, these lines will not have been writtoi in Tain. And now, 
whatever other authors may be who contiibute to this miscellany, 
I £atter myself it will be allowed, that /, at least^ am a moral 



By the way, as some readers are dull of comprehension, I may as 
well say what the moral of this history is. The moral is this — 
SkMiety having ordained certain customs, men are bound to obey the ^ 
law of society, and conform to its harmless orders. 

If I should go to the British and Foreign Institute (and Heaven ^ 
fodbld I should go under any pretext or in any costume whatever)— 
if. I should go to one of the tea-parties in a dressing-gown and slippers, 
and not in the usual attire of a gentleman, viz., pumps^ a gold waist- 
coat, a cmsh hat, a sham frill, and a white choker — I should be 
insulting society, and eating peeut with my knife* Let the porten of 
the Institute hustle out the individual who shall so o£fend. Such an 
ofiender is, as regards society, a most empbatical and re&actory Snob. 
It has its code and police as well as governments, and he must 
oonferm who would profit by the decrees set forth fer thur common 
comfort. 

I am naturally averse to egotism, and hate self-laiidation con* 
sumedly ; but I can't help relating here a circumstance illustrative of 
the point in question, in which I must think I acted with considerable 
prudence. 

Being at Constantinople a few years since — (on a delicate mission) 
<*-the Russians were playing a double game, between ourselves, and 
it became necessary on our part to employ an &Ktra negotiator — 
Legkerbiss Pasha of Roumelia, then Chief Galeongee of the Porte, 
gave a diplomatic banquet at his summer palace at Bujukdere. I 
was on the left of the Galeongee ; and the Russian agent Count de 
BiDDLOFF on his dexter side. Diddloff is a dandy who would die 
of a rose in aromatic pain : he had tried to have me assassinated 
three times in the course of the negotiation: but of course we were 
firlends in public, and saluted each other in the most cordial and 
charming manner. 
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The Galeongee is — or was, alas ! for a bow-string has done for him 
*— a staunch supporter of the old school of Turkish politics. We 
dined with our fingers, and had flaps of bread for plates ; the only 
innovation he admitted was the use of European liquors, in which he 
indulged with great gusto. . He was an enormous eater. Amongst the 
dishes a very large one was placed before him of a lamb dressed in 
its wool, stuffed with prunes, garlic, assafoitida, capsicums, and other 
condiments, the most abominable mixture that ever mortal smelt or 
tasted* The Galeongee ate of this hugely ; and pursuing the Eastern 
fashion, insisted on helping his friends right and left, and when he 
came to a particularly spicy morsel, would push it with lus own hands 
into his guests' very mouths. 

I never shall forget the look of poor Diddloff, when his ExceU 
lency, rolling up a large quantity of this into a ball and exclaiming, 
^' Buk Buk " (it is very good), administered the horrible bolus to 
Diddloff. The Russian's eyes rolled dreadfully as he received it r 
he swallowed it with a grimace that I thought must precede a con« 
vulsion, and seizing a bottle next him, which he thought was Sau- 
teme, but which turned out to be French brandy, he drank off nearly 
a pint before he knew his error. It finished him ; he was carried 
away from the dining room almost dead, and laid out to cool in » 
summer-house on the Bosphorus. 

When it came to my turn, I took down the condiment with a 
smile, said Bismillah, licked my lips with easy gratification, and 
when the next dish was served ^ made up a ball myself so dexterously, 
and popped it down the old Galeongee's mouth with so much grace, 
that his heart was won. Russia was put out of Court at once, and the 
treaty q/'Kabobanople was signed. As for Diddloff, all was over with 
Aim, he was recalled to St. Petersburg, and Sir Roderic Murghison^ 
saw him, under the No. 3967, working in the Ural mines. 

The moral of this tale I need not say, is, that there are many 
disagreeable things in society which you are bound to take down, and 
to do so with a smiling face. 



CHAPTER II. 

THE SNOB BOTAI« 



anced 



luld Bay, that 

niig cavaliers 
were drinking 

after dinner at 
the hoatelry 
called the 
Kino's Aiuig, 
kept by Mis- 
tress AndbR' 
eoN, in the royal village of Kensington. 'Twas a balmy evenitigT 
and the wayfarers looked oat on a cheerful scene. The tall elma of 
the ancient gardens were in full leaf, and countless chariots of the 
nobUity of England whirled by to the neighbaaring palace, where 
princely Sussex (whose income latterly only allowed him to gire tea- 
parties) entertained hia royal niece at a state banquet. When the 
carockea of the nobles had set down their owners at the banqnet-liall, 
their rarleta and servltoi-s came to quaff a flagon of nut-brown ale in 
the King's Arms garden, hard by. We watched these fellows from 
oar lattice. By Saint Boniface ! 'twas a rare sight ! 

The tulips in Mynheer Van Uitnk's gardens were not more 
go^ieous than the liveries of these pie-coated retainers. All tha 
flowers of the field bloomed in their ruffled bosoms, all the hues of tha 
rainbow gleamed in their plush breeches, and the long-caned ones 
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walked up and down the garden with that channing solemnity, that 
delightful quivering swagger of the calves, which has always had a 
frantic fascination for us. The walk was not wide enough for them 
as the shoulder-knots strutted up and down it in canary, and crimson, 
and light hlue. 

Suddenly, in the midst of their pride, a little hell was rung, a side 
door opened, and (after setting down their Royal Mistress) her 
Majesty's own grimson footmen, with epaulets and black plushes, 
came in. 

It was pitiable to see the other poor Johns slink off at this arrival ! 
Not one of the honest private Plushes could stand up before the Royal 
Flunkies. They left the walk : they sneaked into dark holes and 
dtsnk their beer in silence* The* Royal Flush kept possession of the 
gBrden until the Royal Plush dinner waa announced, when it retired, 
and we heard from the pavilion where they dined conservative cheecs, 
and speeches, and Kentish fires. The other FluddiB we never saw 
more. 

My dear Flunkies, so absurdly conceited atum^ BHBient, and so 
abject at the next, are but the types of their masters in this world. 
V Se who meanhf admires mean things is a Snob — fwrhiptthat is a safe 
definition of the character. 

And this is why I have, with the utmost respeet^ venAnndto plaee 
The Snob Royal at the head of 'my list,, oamsing all cddien tocgive 
way before him, as the Flunkies befoie tiia loyaL xepvesenkative 
in Kenfflngton Gardens. To say of sneh and; sneh. a. Gfaaons 
Sovereign that he is a Snoli, is but to say that His Majesly i» a man. ' 
Kings, too, are men and Snobsi. In a oountry yttase Snoifat aze In the 
majority, a prime one, surely, cannot be unfit to govern* AVlth us 
tiiey have succeeded to admiration. 

For instance, James I. was a Snob, and a Scotch Snob, than which 
the world contains no more offensive creature. He appears to have 
had not one of the good qualities of a man — neither courage, nor 
generosity, nor honesty, nor brains ; but read what the great Divines 
and Doctors of England said about him ! Charles II. his grandson 
was a rogue, but not a Snob ; whilst Louis XIV., his old squaretoes 
of a contemporary, — ^the great worshipper of Bigwiggery — has always 
strnck me as a most undoubted and Royal Snob. 

I will not, however, take instances from our own country of Ro3ral 
Snobs, but refer to a neighbouring kingdom, that of Brentford — and 
its monarch, the late great and lamented Goroivs IV. With the 
same humility, with which the footmen at the King's Arms gave way 
before the Plush Royal, the aristocracy of the Brentford nation bent 
down and truckled before Goroius, and proclaimed him the first 
gentleman in Europe. And it's a wonder to think what is the 
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geiktlefQlk&' opliiioa of a gestlemaD, when they gare Goroiub such 
a title.. ^ 

What is it to bea geatleiiMui ? Is it to bo hooeet, to borgoattle, to 
b6kgenexo«ia» to be brave, to be wise^ and, posBOBsiiig all these qualitiefl^ 
to ezereiae them In the most graceful outwazd manner 1 Ought a 
gentleman to be a loyal son, a true husband, and honest &fther? 
Ought his life to be decent — ^his bills to be paid — ^hls tastes to be high 
and elegant — ^his aims in life lofty and noble ? In a word, ought not 
the Biography of a First Gentleman in Europe to be of such a nature, 
that it might be read in Youug Ladies' Schools with advantage, and \ 
studied with profit in the Seminaries of Youug Gentlemen ? I put 
this question to all instructors of youth — ^to Mrs. Ellis and the 
Women of England ; to all schoolmasters, from Doctor Hawtbet 
down to Mr« Squeers. I conjure up before me an awful tribunal of 
youth and innocence, attended by its ven»able instmctosrs, (like the 
ten thousand red-cheeked charity-children in Saint Paul's) sittmg in 
judgmfint^ and GoBSjua pleading his cause in the midst. Out of 
Court, out of Court, fat old Flobizel ! Beadles, turn out that 

Uoaied, puxqale^&eedi&ftik! If Goroius mtut have a -statue in the 

new Palace which the Bientfoid nation is bcdlding, it ought to be set 
\Mj^ in the Flonkiea HalL He should be represented-cutting ont a 
ooat, in whick art he ia said to have excelled. Hql' alao in^mted 
Mansehino punch, ashoe^budde^ (this was in the vigour, of his youth, 
and the pnme fioco of his invention,) and a Chinesapiirilion, the 
most hideous building in the world. He could drive a fonr-in-hand 
"very neavly as well as the Brighton coachman, conld fence ekgankly, 
aad, it is said, played the fiddle well. And he smiled with such 
iiresiBlible faseinatieii, that persons who were introduoed into his 
august pvesence became his victims, body aai^aul^.as a rabbit becomes 
the psey of a great big boa-eoostrietor. 

I wcnild wager that if Mr. Wwdicomb were, by a revolution, 
placed on the throne of Brentford, people woald be equally faseioated 
by his irresistibly majestic smile, and tremble as they knelt down to 
Idas his hand. If he went to Dublin they would erect an obelisk on 
tbe spot where he fiorst landed, as the Paddylanders did when 
Goroius visited them« We have all of us read with delight that 
story of the King's voyage to Haggisland, where his presence inspired 
such a fury of loyalty ; and where the most famous man of the 
country — the Babon of Bradwabdinb*— coming on board the royal 
yaeht, and finding a glasa out of which Goroius had drunk, put it 
into his coat pocket as an inestimable relic, mid went ashore in hia 
boat again. But the Baron sat down upon the glass and broke it, 
aad. cut his coat-tails very mnch<; and the inestimable relic was lost 
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to tbe world for ever. O noble BBinwAaDiKs! what Old-Wortd 
BQpentition could set yon on jour knees before anch an idol om that ? 
If jron want to moraliiw upon the mutability of hnman aSwe go 
and Bee the figure of GoRfiius in his real, identical robes, at the wax- 
work. — Admittance one shilling. Children and flunkies uspence 
Go, and pay sixpence. 



CHAPTER III. 

THE INFLUENCE OF THE ARISTOCRACY ON SNOBS. 

iffr Sunday week, being at church 
in tlua city, and the service just 
ended, I heard two Snobs ccnremng 
about the Parson. One was asking 
the other who the clergyman was ? 
" He is Mr, So-and-BO," the aecond 
Snob answered, " domestic chaplain 
to the Earl of What-d'ye-call'um." 
*'Oh, la BB?" said the fiist Snob, 
wiih a toue of indeacribable satis- 
faction. — The PaiBon's orthodoxy 
and identity were at once settled 
in this Saob's mind. He knew no 
more about the Earl than about tho 
Chaplain, but he took the letter's 
character upon the authority of the former; and went home quite 
contented with his leverence, like a little truckling Snob. 

This incident gave me more matter for reflection even than the 
sermon : and wonderment at the extent and prevalence of Lord- 
olatry in this country. What could it matter to Snob whether his 
Reverence were cliaplain to his Lordship or not? What peerage- 
worship there is all through this iree country ! How we are all 
implicated in it, and more or less down on our kneee. — And with 
le^iA to the great subject on hand, I think that the iafluence of the 
Peerage upon Snobbidmess has been more remarkable than that of 
any other institution. The increase, encouragement, and main- 
tenance of Snobs are among the " priceless services," as Lord Johw 
RussEcn says, which we owe to the nobility. 
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It can't be otherwise. A man becomes enonnoaslj rich, or he 
jobs successfully in the aid of a minister, or he wins a great battle, ' 
or executes a treaty, or is a clever lawyer who makes a multitude of 
fees and ascends the bench ; and the country rewards him for ever 
mth a gold coronet (with more or leas balls or leaves) and a title, 
and a rank as legislator. ^^ Your merits are so great," says the nation, 
^' that your children shall be allowed to reign over us» in a manner. 
It does not in the least matter that your eldest son be a fool : we 
think your services so remarkable, that he shall have the reversion of 
your honours when death vacates your noble shoes. If you are poor 
we will give you such a sum of money as shall enable you and the / 
eldest-bom of your race for ever to live in fat and splendour. It is 
our wish that there should be a race set apart in 'tlus happy country, . 
who shall hold the first rank, have the first prizes and chances in all j 
government, jobs and patronages. We cannot make all your dearj 
children Peers — ^that would make Peerage common and crowd the' 
house of Lords uncomfortably — but the young ones shall have every^ 
thing a Government can give : they shall get the pick of all the\ 
places : they shall be Captains and Lieutenant-Colonels at nineteen, > 
when hoary-headed old lieutenants are spending thirty years at drill : \ 
ihey shall command ships at one-and-twenty, and veterans who fought | 
before they were bom. And as we are eminently a free people, and / 
in order to encourage all men to do their duty, we say to any man of 
any rank — get enormously rich, make immense fees as a lawyer, or '^ 
great speeches, or distinguish yourself and win battles — and you, even 
you, shall come into the privileged class, and your children shall ' 
reign naturally over ours." 

How can we help Snobbishness, with such a prodigious national 
institution erected for its worship ? How can we help cringing to 
Lords ? Flesh and blood can't do otherwise. What man can with- 
stand this prodigious temptation ? Inspired by what is called a noble 
emulation, some people grasp at honours and win them ; others, too 
weak or mean, blindly admire and grovel before those who have gained 
them ; others, not being able to acquire them, furiously hate, abuse, 
4md envy. There are only a few bland andnot-in-the-least-conceited 
philosophers, who can behold the state of society, viz .^ Toa jyiaa^r ^ 
oreanised^s — base Man^^d--Mammon"wbr8Eiprmstitnted by'^commSnd 
ofiawi— Snobbishness, in a word, perpetuated, and mark the pheno- 
menon calmly. And of these calm moralists, is there one I wonder 
whose heart would not throb with pleasure if he could be seen walking 
arm-in-arm with a couple of Dukes down Pall Mall ? No : it ii 
impossible, in our condition of society, not to be sometimes a Snob. . -^ 

On one nde it encourages the Commoner to be snobbishly mean : | 
and the noble.to be snobbishly arrogant. When a noble Marchioness ] 
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^frites in her tiayels about the hard necessity under whidi steau^^boat 
ttaTellen labour of being brought into contact ''with all sorts amd 
ooaditions of people :" implying that a fellowship with God's creatures 
is disagreeable to her Ladyship, who is their Guperior :-^when, I say, 
the Mabohionbss of *— writes in this fiuhion, we must consider 
iJiat out of her natural heart it would have been impossible for any 
woman to have had sudi a smtiment ; but that the hi^it of truckling 
imd eringmg, which all who sunound her hsve adopted towards this 
beautiful and magnificent lady, — this proprieter of so many black 
attd other diamonds, has really induced her to bdioTe that she is the 
superior of the world in general : and that people«re not to associate 
wkh her except awfully at a distance. I recollect being «aoe at the 
City of Grand Cairo, tiirough which a Buropean Royal Prince was 
passing India* wards. One night at the inn there was a great dis- 
turbance : a man had drowned himself in the well hard by : all the 
inhabitants of die hotel came bustling into the Court, and amongst 
others your humble seryant, who asked of a certain young man the 
season of the disturbance. How was I to know that this yomg gent, 
was a Prince ? He had not hiscrownand sceptre on : he was dressed 
in a white jacket and felt hat : but he looked surprised at anybody 
flpealdag to him : answered an unintdligilde nMmo^lable, and — 
hetskoned his Aide-de-Caimp to 4Jome and speak to me. It is our fault, 
not that of the great, that they should fimcy thems^vos so far above 
US. If you udtt fUng yonrself under the wheds. Juggernaut will go 
oyer you, depend upon it ; and if you and I, my dear friend, had 
Kotoo p^&rmed before us every day^ — ^found people whenever we 
appeared grovelling in slavish adoration, we should drop into (he airs 
of superiority quite naturally, and accept the greatness widi which the 
world insisted upon ^Klowing us. 

Here is an instance out of Lord L ■ s tesTds, of that 

oalffi, good*4iatured, undoubting way in which a great man accepts tlie 
homage of his inferiors. After making some profound and ingenioos 
lemarios about the town of Brussels, his Lordship says : — ^* Staying 
some days at the Hotel de Belle Vne — a greatly overrated establish- 
sient, and ikoi neariy so comfortable as the Hotel de France — >-I made 

acquaintance with Db. L , the phyrician oi the miasien. He 

was desirous of domg the honour of the place to me, and ho ordered 
for ns a ^diner en gmcrmmnd at the chief reslanatenr's, maintaining, it 
mpassed the Rocher at Paris. Six or eight partook of the enter- 
tainment, and we all agreed it was infiniteily inferior to the Paris 
display, and mnbh more extfavagsnt. So much for the oopy." 

And so much for the gentleman who gave the dimMr. Dr. L » 
desirmis to do his Lordship *^ the honour of the place," feasts him 
with the best i/iotaids money osn prDc uro— ■' an d iny lovd £nds tihte 
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enteitumiieiit extrayagant and inferior. ExtrsTogant ! it was not 

extraTagant to htm; — Inferior ! Mb. L did his beat to BatiBfy 

those noble jaws, and my lord leceivea the entertainment, and dis- 
misses the giver with a rebuke. It is like a three-tailed Pasha 
gmmbliDg about an nnsatisfactory backsheesh. \ 

Bgt how should it be othemise in a conutrj where Lord-olatij.ia^ 
part of our cieed, and when onr children are bioaght up'tCtespect 
the Peerage as the Englishman's second Bible % 
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THE 8K0BS OF ENGLAKD. 



" THE COURT CIRCULAR," AND ITS INrLCENCE 
ON SNOBS. 



UPLE IS the 
t of pre- 



!Dtic Btoty, 
iwing how 
ing aristo- 
itic Snobs 
t reared, 
i how early 
irSnobbiah' 

- be made 
to bloom. 
' A beauti- 
_ _ ful aad 

-^ '' fashion- 

able lady — (pardon, gracious Madam, that your storj- should be made 
public ; but it ie so moral that it ought to be knovm to the uniTersal 
world) — told me that in her early youth she had a little acquaintance, 
who h now indeed a beautiful and fashionable lady too. la men- 
tioning Miss Snobkt, daughter of Sm Snobbt Snodet, whose pre- 
sentation at Court caused such a aeoBation last Thursday ; need I say 
more? 

When Miss Snobky was bo very young aa to be in the nursery 
regions, and to walk of early mornings in St. James's Park, protected 
by a French goveraesa and followed by a huge hirsute flunky in the 
canary-colonred livery of the Snobkts, she used occadonally in these 
promenades to meet with young Lord Claude Lollipop, the Mab- 
Viw OP Sillabub's younger son. In the veiy height of the seaeoo, 
from some tmesplabed cause, the Snobkvb suddenly detennined upon 
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leaving town. Mih Sbwbkt q)oke to her feaale friend and oon* 
fidaiite. ^ What will poor Claubb Lolupop aaj when he hears of' 
my absence ?" asked the tender-hearted diild. 

^' O, peiihaps he won't hear of it," answers the eonfidante. 

*^My deoTy As wttf rmd it m the papen" zefdied tho dear Utile 
BBsfaiotiable rogne of seren yesn eld. She knew already her import- 
anoe, and hew aU the wwld of England, how all the wonld-be-gniteel 
people, how dd the silver-fork wcNrshippeis, how all the tattis- 
mongeis, how all the grooers' ladies, the tailors' ladies, the attorneys' 
and merchants' ladies, and the people living at Clapham and Brans- 
wick Sqnaire, who haiw no more diaiioe of esnsorting with a Sitobkt, 
than my bdoved reader has ef dining with the Emperor of Chiuk^ 
yet watched the noTemo^ of the StronicTs with interest, and weze 
glad to know when they came to London and left it. 

Here is the aeesiuU ef Mns SnonKT's dress^ and that ef her mother 
Lai>t Snobkt, from the pi^ra of last Friday : — 

^' MISS SNOBKY. 

^' Habit de Cour, composed of a yellow nankeen illasion dress over 
a slip of rich pea-green corduroy, trimmed en tablier, with bouquets 
of Brussels sprouts : the body and sleeves handsomely trimmed with 
cali m a n co, and festooned with a pink train and white radishes. Head 
dress, carrots and lappets. 

^^LADT SNOBKY. 

^ Costume de Cour, composed of a train of the most superb Pekin 
bandannas, ^gantly trimmed with spangles, tinfoil, and red-tape. 
Bodice and under-dress of sky-^blue velveteen, trimmed with boufiants 
and nceuds of bell-pulls. Stomacher, a muffin. Head-dress, a bird's 
nest, with a bird of paradise, over a rich brass knocker en ferroniere. 
This splendid oostnme, by Madame Crinoline, of Regent Street, was 
the object of universal admiration." 

This is what yon read. O, Mrs. Ellis ! O, mothers, daughters, 
aunts, grandmothers of England, this is the sort of writing which is 
put In the newspapers for you ! How can you help being the mothers^ 
daughters, &c., of Snobs, so long as this balderdash is set before you ? 

Yon stuff the little rosy foot of a Chinese young lady of fashion 
into a slipper that is about the size of a salt-cruet, and keep the poor 
little toes there imprisoned and twisted up so long that the dwarfishness 
becomes irremediable. Later the foot would not expand to the 
natural size were you to give her a washing-tub for a shoe, and for all 
her life she has little feet, and is a cripple. O, my dear Miss Wio^ins, 
thsnk your stars that those beautiful feet of yours — though I declare 
when you walk they are so small as to be almost invisible — thank 



18 THE SNOBS OF ENGLAND. 

your stars that society never so practised upon them, hut look around 
and see how many friends of ours in the highest circles have had their 
brains so prematurely and hopelessly pinched and distorted. 

How can you expect that those poor creatures are to move naturally 
when the world and then* parents have mutilated them so cruelly ? 
As long as a Court Circular exists, how the deuce are people whose 
names are chronicled in it ever to helieve themselves the equals of the 
cringing race which daily reads that abominable trash? I believe 
that ours is the only country in the world now, where the Court 
Circular remains in full flourish — where you read, ''This day His 
Royal Highness Prinoe Pattypan was taken an airing in his 
go-cart." '' The Princess Pimminy was taken a drive, attended by 
her ladi^ of honour and accompanied by her doll,'' &c. We laugh at 
the solemnity with which Saint Simon announces that Sa Majesti se 
m/dicamente aujourd'hui. Under our very noses the same folly is 
daily going on. That wonderful and mysterious man, the author of 
the Court Circular, drops in with his budget at the newspaper offices 
every night. I once asked the editor of a paper to allow me to lie in 
wait and see him. 

I am told that in a kingdom where there is a German King- 
Consort (Portugal it must be, for the Queen of that country married 
a German Prince, who is greatly admired and respected by the natives), 
whenever the consort takes the diversion of shooting among the 
rabbit-warrens of Cintra, or the pheasant-preserves of Mafra^ he has a 
keeper to load his guns, as a matter of course, and then they are 
handed to the nobleman, his equerry, and the nobleman hands them 
to the Prince, who blazes away — gives back the discharged gun to the 
nobleman, who gives it to the keeper, and so on. But the Prince 
wont take the gun from the hands of the loader. 

As long as this unnatural and monstrous etiquette continues. Snobs 
there must be. The three persons engaged in this transaction are, for 
the time being. Snobs. 

1. The keeper — the least Snob of all, because he is discharging his 
daily duty ; but he appears here as a Snob, that is to say, in a position 
of debasement, before another human being, (the Prince,) with whom 
he is only allowed to communicate through another party. A free 
Portuguese game-keeper, who confesses himself to be unworthy to 
communicate directly with any person, confesses himself to be a Snob. 

2. The nobleman in waiting is a Snob. If it degrades the Prince 
to receive the gun from the gamekeeper, it is degrading to the 
nobleman in waiting to execute that service. He acts as a Snob 
towards the keeper, whom he keeps from communication with the 
Prince — a snob towards the Prince, to whom he pays a degrading 
homage. 
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3, The Kiog-ConBOrt of Portugal is a Snob for insultiag fellow- 
men in this way. Thare '» no harm in hia accepting the services of 
(he keeper directly ; but indirectly he inaalts the service performed , 
aad. the two eerranta who perform it; and therefore, I say respectfiiUy, 
is a most undoubted, though royal 8m — b. 

Aad then you read in the Diario do Gutmvo — " Yeaterdsy, His 
Majesty, the Icing, took the diversioa of shootiog in the woods of 
Ciotia, attended by Cou>hel the Honoukablb Wbukkiunim) 
Sombrero. His Majesty returned to the Neceeaidades to lunch, at," 
&c., &c. 

Oh, that Court Circular I ouoe more, I exclum, Down with the 
Court Circolar — that engine and propagator of Snobbishness 1 I pro- 
mise to sobacribe for a year to any daily paper that shall come out 
^thout a Court Circular — were it the Morning Herald itself. When 
I «ad that trash, 1 rise in my wrath ; I feci myself disloyal, a regi- 
cide, a member of the Calf's Head Club. The only Court Circular 
story which ever pleased me, was that of the King of Spun, who in 
great part was roasted because there was not time for the Prime 
Minister to command the Lord Chamberlain to desire the Grand Gold 
Stick to order the first page in wuting to bid the chief of the flunkies 
to request the Housemaid of Honour to bring up a pail of water to 
put His Majesty out. 

I am like the Pasha of three tails, to whom the Sultan sends hit 
Conrt Circular, the bowstring. 



It choke* me. May iu usage be abolished for c 
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otr let B* a«Bsder bow dif- 
ficult it H ercH for great 
men to escape from h^ag 
Snobs. It is TWy well for 
the reftder, whuee fine feel- 
ings are diagneted by the t»- 
■ertioR that Kings, Princes, 
Lords, ere Saobs, to say-, 
" Yon are oNifeasedlir a Saob 
yourself. Im profeBHing to 
depict Snobs, it is enly your 
own ugly ning whidh yo« 
are copyHig with & Narciesns- 
like conceit and fatuity." But I ehall pardon Ihia eaplostoa of ill 
temper on the part of my constant reader, reflecting upon the misfor- 
tune of his birth and country. It is impossible for any Briton, perhaps, 
not to l>e a Snob in some degree. If people can be convinced of this 
fact, an immense point is gained, surely. If I have pointed out tha 
disease, let us h<^ that other scientific characters may discover the 
remedy. 

If you, nbo are a person of the middle ranks of life, are a Snob,— 
you whom nobody flatters particularly; yoa who have no toadies; 
you whom no cringing flunkies or shopmen bow out of doors; yoa 
whom the policeman tells to move on ; you who are jostled in the 
crowd of this wrald^ and amongst the Snobs aur brethren ; con«der 
bow much harder it is for a man to escape who has not your advan- 
tages, and is all his life long subject to adulation ; the butt of mean- 
ness ; consider how difficult it is for the Snub's idol not to be a Snob. 
As I was discoursing with my iriend El'genio in this impressive 
way. Lord Buckram passed ns, liu bob of the Mtsqijis of Baowio, 
and knocked at the door of the famSy mansion in Bed Lion Square. 
His noble father and mother occupied, as everybody knows, distin- 
gnished posts in the Courts of late Sovereigns. The Marquis was 
Lord of the Pantry, and her Ladyship, Lady of the Powder Closet to 
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QaKBN Chablottb. Buck (as I call him, for we aie veiy familiar) 
gave me a nod as he passed, and I proceeded to show to Euoenio how 
it was impossible that this nobleman should not be one of oorselyes, 
having been practised upon by Snobs all his life. 

His parents resolved to give him a public education, and sent him 
to school at the earliest possible period. The Reverend Otto Rose, 
I>.D., Principal ei the Preparatory Academy for young noblemen and 
gentlemen, Richmond Lodge, took this little Lord in hand, and fell 
down and worshipped him. He always introduced him to fathers and 
mothers who came to visit their children at the school. He referred 
with pride and pleasure to the most noble the Marquis of Baowig^ 
as one of the kind friends and patrons of his Seminary. He made 
Lord Buckram a bait for such a multiplicity of pupils, that a new 
wing was built to Richmond Lodge, and thirty-five new little white 
dimity beds were added to the establishment. Mrs. Rose used to 
take out the little Lord in the one-horse chaise with her when she 
paid visits, nntil the Rector's hidy and the Surgeon s wife almost died 
with envy. His own son and Lord Buckram having been discovered 
lobbii^ an orchard together, the Doctor flogged his own flesh and 
Mood most unmercifully lor leading the young Lord astray. He parted 
from him with tears. There was always a letter directed to the Most 
Noble the Marquis of Baowio, on the Doctor s study table, when any 
▼isitois were received by him. 

At Eton, R great deal of Snobbishness was thrashed out of Lord 
BvoKRAM, and he was birched with perfect impartiality. £ven there, 
however, a select band of sucking tuft -hunters followed him. Young 
Crcbsus lent him three-ana^twenty bran new sovereigns out of his 
fiither 8 bank. Youno Snaily did his exercises for him, and tried 
" to know him at home," but Youno Bull licked him in a fight of 
fifty-five mmntes, and he was caned several times with great advan- 
tage for not sufficiently polishing his master, Smith's, shoes. Boys are 
not off toadies in the morning of life. 

But when he went to the University, crowds of toadiea^ sprawled 
over him. The tutors toadied him. The fellows in hall pud him 
great chimsy compliments. The Dean never remarked his absence 
from Chap^, or heard any noise issuing from his rooms. A number 
of respectable young fellows, (it is among the respectable, the Baker- 
Street class, that Snobbishness flourishes, more than among any set of 
people in England)— a number of these elung to him like leeches. 
There was no end now to Cr<e9us's loans of money; and Buc:<ram 
couldn't ride out with the hounds, but Snaily (a timid creature by 
nature) was in the field, and would take any le^> at which his friend 
chose to ride. Young Rose came up to the same College, having been 
kept hack for that express purpose by his £sther. He spent a quarter s 
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allowance in giving Buckram a single dinner; but he knew there was 
always pardon for him for extravagance in such a cause ; and a ten- 
pound note always came to him from home when he mentioned Buck- 
RAu's name in a letter. What wild viBions entered the brains of 
Mrs. Podoe and Miss Podoe, the wife and daughter of the Principal 
of Lord Buckram's College, I don t know, but that reverend old 
gentleman was too profound a flunky by nature ever for ene minute 
to think that a child of his could marry a nobleman. He therefore 
hastened on his daughter's union with Professor Crab. 

When Lord Buckram, after taking his honorary degree, (for Alma 
Mater is a Snob, too, and truckles to a Lord like the rest,) — when 
Lord Buckram went abroad to finish his education, you all know 
what dangers he ran, and what numbers of caps were set at hinti. 
Lady Leach and her daughters followed him from Paris to Rome, 
and from Rome to Baden-Baden; Miss Leogit burst into tears before 
his face when he announced his determination to quit Naples, and 
fainted on the neck of her mamma: Captain Macdraoon, of Mac- 
dragonstown, county Tipperary, called upon him to ^^explene his 
intintions with respect to his sisther. Miss Amalia Macdragok, of 
Macdragonstown/' and proposed to shoot him unless he married that 
spotless and beautiful young creature, who was afterwards led to the 
altar by Mr. Muff, at Cheltenham. If perseverance and forty 
thousand pounds down could have tempted him. Miss Ltdia Croesus 
would certainly have been Ladt Buckram. Count Towrowski was 
glad to take her with half the money, as all the genteel world knows. 
And now, perhaps, the reader is anxious to know what sort of a 
man tins is who woimded so many ladies' hearts, and who has been 
such a prodigious favourite with men* If we were to describe him it 
would be personal, and Punch notoriously is never so. Besides, it 
really does not matter in the least what sort of a man he is, or what 
his personal qualities are. 

Suppose he is a young nobleman of a literary turn, and that he pub- 
lished poems ever so foolish and feeble, the Snobs would purchase thou- 
sands of his volumes : the publishers (who refused my Passion-Flowers, 
and my grand Epic at any price) would give him his own. Suppose 
he is a nobleman of a jovial turn, and has a fancy for wrenching ofip 
knockers, frequenting gin-shops, and half murdering policemen ; the 
public will sympathise good-naturedly with his amusements, and 
say he is a hearty, honest fellow. Suppose he is fond of play and the 
turf, and has a fancy to be a blackleg, and occasionally condescends to 
pluck a pigeon at cards; the public will pardon him, and many honest 
people will court him, as they would court a house-breaker, if he 
happened to be a Lord. Suppose he is an idiot ; yet, by the glorious 
constitution, he 's good enough to govern us. Suppose he is an 
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luwcflt, high-minded gentleniaii ; so mach the better for himBelf. 
But he may be on ass, and yet respected; or a mlGan, and yet be 
exceedingly popular ; or a rogne, and yet excuses will be fonod for 
him. Snobs will sliU worship him. Male Snobs will do him honour, 
and females look kindly upon him, however hideous he may be. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

ON SOME BESFECTABLE SNOBS. 

TJAviNo received a great deal of obloquy for dragging monarchs, 
^•^ princes, and the respected nobility into the Snob category, I 
trust to please everybody in the present chapter, by stating my 
firm opinion that it is among the respectable classes of this vast and 
happy empire that the greatest profusion of Snobs is to be found. I 
pace down my beloved Baker Street (I am engaged on a life of Bakes, 
founder of this celebrated Street), 1 walk in Harley Street (where 
every other house has a hatchment), Wimpole Street, that is as cheer- 
ful as the Catacombs — a dingy Mausoleum of the genteel : — I rove 
round Regent's Park, where the plaster is patching off the house 
walls; where Methodist preachers are holding forth to three little 
children in the green inclosures, and puffy valetudinarians are 
cantering in the solitary mud : — I thread the doubtful zig-zags of 
May Fair, where Mrs. Kitty Lorimer's Brougham may be seen 
drawn up next door to old Lady Lollipop's belozenged family coach : 
— I roam througli Belgravia, that pale and polite district, where all 
the inhabitants look prim and correct, and the mansions are painted 
a faint whity- brown: I lose myself in the new Squares and Terraces 
of the brilliant bran-new Bayswater-and-Tybum- Junction line ; and 
in one and all of these dbtricts the same truth comes across me. I 
«top before any house at hazard, and say, ^' O house, you are inhabited 
— O knocker, you are knocked at — O, undressed flunky, sunning your 
lazy calves as you lean against the iron railings, you are paid — by 
Snobs." It is a tremendous thought that ; and it is almost sufficient to 
drive a benevolent mind to madness to think that perhaps there is not 
one in ten of those houses where the " Peerage" does not lie on the 
drawing-room table. Considering the harm that foolish lying book 
does, I would have all the copies of it burned, as the barber burned 
all Quixote's books of humbugging chivalry. 

Look at this grand house in the middle of the square. The Earl 
OF LouoHcoRRiB lives there : he has fifty thousand a year. A 
dejeuner dansant given at his house last week cost, who knows how 
much ? The mere flowers for the room and bouquets for the ladies 
cost four hundred pounds. That man in drab trowsers, coming crying 
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down the steps, is a don : Lobd LovoBooBRfB has rained hitn, and 
won't see him : that is, his lordship is peeping through the blind of 
his stsdjr at him now. Go thy ways, LovoaooititiB, thoa art a Snob, 
a heartiesB pretender, a hypocrite of hoqpitslity; a rogne who passes 
ibiged notes upon society ; — ^but I am growing too eloquent. 

YcMi see that fine house, No. 23, where a batcher s boy is ringing 
the fliea-bell. Ha has three mutton-chops in his tray. Th^ sre for 
the dinner of a Tciy cBffisrent and very resectable fiunily ; fbr L adt 
Susan Scbsapcb, and her daughters, Miss Sokapeb and Miss £m ilt 
Scraper. The domestics, luckily for them, are on boaid wages — two 
huge footmen in light blue and canary, a fat steady coachman who is 
a Methodist, and a butler who would never have staid in the family 
but that he was orderly to Gezteral Scraper when the General dis- 
tinguished himself at Walcheren. His widow sent his portrait to the 
United Service Club, and it is hung up in one of the back dressing- 
closets there. He is represented at a parlour window with red cur- 
tains; in the distance is a whirlwind, in which cannon are firing off; 
and he is pointing to a chart, on which are written the words Wal- 
cheren, Tobago. 

Ladt Susan is, as everybody knows by referring to the " British 
Bible," a daughter of the great and good £abl Baowio before men- 
tioned. She thinks everything beltmging to her the greatest and best 
in the world. The first of men naturally are the Buckrams, her own 
race : then follow in rank the Sorapebs. The General was the 
greatest Greneral : his eldest son, Schaper Buckram Scraper, is at 
present the greatest and best; his second son the next greatest and 
best ; and herself the paragon of women. 

Indeed, she is a most respectable and honourable lady. She goes 
to church of course : she would fancy the Church in danger if she did 
not. She subscribes to the Church and Parish Charities ; and is a 
directress of many meritorious charitable institutions — of Queen 
Charlotte's Lying-inn Hospital — the Washerwomen s Asylum — the 
British Drummers' Daughters' Home, &c. &c. She is a model of a 
matron. 

The tradesman never lived who could say that his bSl was not paid 
on the quarter-day. The beggars of her neighbourhood avoid her like 
a pestilence ; for when she walks out, protected by John, that domestic 
has always two or three Mendicity tickets ready for deserving objects. 
Ten guineas a-year will pay all her charities. There is no respectable 
lady in all London who gets her name more often printed for such a 
sum of money. 

Those three mutton-chops which you see entering at the kitchen- 
door will be served on the family-plate at seven o'clock this evening, 
the hage fiiotman being present, and the batkr in bkek, and the 
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cittt and Goftt-of-anuB of the Scbapbrs bladng t^erjifhete, I pitjr 
Mm Biiu,v ScBAFEK — she is still joang — young and hnngry. Is 
it a fact that she spenda her pocket-money iu bans T Msliciona tongties 
say so ; bat she has very litlle to spare for bans, the poor lUtle bnugry- 
soal ! For the foct ia, that when the footmen, and the lady's maids, 
and the &t coach-horaea, which are jobbed, and the six dinner-parties 
in the season, and the two great solemn eTening-parties, and the rent 
of the big hoiue, and the jonmey to an English or foreign watering- 
place for the antamn, are paid, my lady's income has dwindled away 
to a Tciy small sam, and she is as poor as yon or I. 
YoQ wonld not think it when yon saw her big carriage lattling np 



to the Drawu^-Toom, and caught a glimpse of her plnmes, lappets, 
and diamonds, waving orei her ladyship's sandy hair, and majetticsl 
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hooled nose : — you would not think it when you hear ^' Ladt Susan 
Sctiaper's carriage " bawled out at midnight so as to disturb all Bel- 
grayia : — ^you would not think it when she comes rustling into church, 
tlie obsequious John behind with the bag of Prayer-books. Is it 
possible, you would say, that so grand and awful a personage as that 
can be h^ up for jnoney ? Alas ! so it is. 

She never heard such a word as Snob, I will engage, in this wicked 
and vulgar world. And, O stars and garters ! how she would start if 
she heard that she — she, as solemn as MiNERVA^she, as chaste as 
Diana (without that heathen goddess's unlady-like propensity for field 
sports) — ^that she too was a Snob ! 

A Snob she is, as long as she sets that prodigious value upon herself, 
upon her name, upon her outward appearance, and indulges in that 
intolerable pomposity; as long as she goes parading abroad, like 
Solomon, in all his glory ; as long as she goes to bed — as I believe 
she does— with a turban and a bird of Paradise in it, and a court 
train to her night-gown ; as long as she is so insufferably virtuous and 
condescending; as long as she does not cut at least one of those 
footmen down into mutton-chops for the benefit of the young ladies. 

1 had my notions of her from my old schoolfellow, — her son 
Sydney Sgrafer — a Chancery barrister without any practice — the 
most placid, polite, and genteel of Snobs, who never exceeded his 
allowance of two hundred a-year, and who may be seen any evening 
at the Oxford and Cambridge Club, simpering over the Quarterly 
Reviewy in the blameless enjoyment of his half-pint of Port. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

ON aOHE EZS7ECTABLE SNOBS. 

ooK at the next home to Last Susan 
Sgbapbr'g. The first maonon with 
the awning over the door : that canopy 
will be let down this ereniog for th« 
comfort of die frieodB of Sir Ai:Usb> 
and Lady S. de Mootns, whose partiea 
■ze BO much admired hy tha puUie^ 
and the givers tttemselvei. 

P«ach-coloured liveiieB laced with 
silver, and pea-green plush ioexprcs- 
. Bibles, render the De Mostkb' flankies 
the pride of the ring when they appear 
in Hyde Park, where Lady vb MocrFna, 
OS she aits upon her satin cushioned 
with her dwarf spaniel in her arras, 
only bowa to the very aelectest of the 
genteel. Times are altered now with 
Mabi' Anne, or, as she calls liereelf, Marian de Moovns- 

She was the daughter of Captain Flack, of the Rathdmm Fen- 
cibles, who crossed with hia regiment, over fi-om Ireland to Caermar- 
thenshire ever so many years ago, and defended Wales froni the 
Corsican invader. The Rathdruma were quartered at Pontydwdim, 
where Mabian wooed and won iier Db Mooyns, a young banker in 
the place. His attentions to MiBs Flaok at a raco ball were such, 
that her father said Di; Mooyhs must either die oa the field of honour, 
or become hia son-in-law. He preferred marriage. Hia name was 
MuQoiNS then, and his father — a flourishing hanker, Brmy-contractor, 
srau^ler, and general jobber — almost disinherited him on account of 
this connexion. There is a story that Muhqins the Elder was made 
a baronet for having lent money to a R-y-1 p-rs-n-ge. 1 do not 
believe it. The R-y-1 Famiiyalways paid their debts, from tlie Fhindb 
OP Wales downwards. 

Howbeit, to his life's end he remdned simple Sir Thouas Muooin^ 
representing Pontydwdim in Parliament for many years after the war. 
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Tlie old bniker died in eoorse of time, and, to iiae the affBctionate 
phrase eommon on such occaBions, ^ cut up " pro^gioody well. His 
BOD, Alfrbv Smith Mooyns, siaceeeded to the main portion of his 
wealth, and to his titles and the bleody hands ef his scutcheon. It 
was not lor many years after that he appeared as Sir A lured 
MeoTNs Smyth bb Mogths, with a genealogy foond out for him by 
the Editor of Ffuke* Feerage^ and whkh ai^>ears as fellows in thi^ll 
woric : — 

" Db MoGinra. 8m ALVsaD ]fooTi» Burtu, And Bannaft. TbiBfeoflemui is a iepn» 
eantatiw of one of Che most aMcicn t fciaflioa of Walei^ who timoe thar dMomi until it is 
lost in the mists of antiquity. A genaalogloal troo beginning with Shbx ia in the poe- 
seeaion of the family, and is stated by a legend of many thouaand years date to have been 
drawn on papyrus by a grandson of the patriarch himself. Be this aa it may, there oaa 
be no doubt of the immense antitjoity of the race of Mooyns. 

** In the time of Boadicka, Hooyn Moovn, of the hundred Bksves, was a suitor and 
a rival of CAUkCTAcvs for the hand of that Princeaa. He waa a person gigantic hi stature, 
and was dain by Binmnnus in the battle which terminated the liberties of Britain. 
From him descended directly the Paiitcxa of Pontyowdiju . Mooyit of the Golden Barp» 
(see the MaUnogion of Lanv CKaaLOTra Guaar,) Beonf-MsBODao-AP-BfoaYK, (the black 
ilaid aon of Msoys,) and a long list of bards and warriora, celebrated both in Wales an«l 
Aimorica. The independent Princes of Hogyk long hdd out against the ruthless Kings 
<rf fin^and, nntil finally Gam Mogyns made his submianon to Pimcs Hsrby, son of 
HsNSY rV., and under the nwme of Sm David Gah dx Mooyns, was distinguished at 
the battle of Agincourt. From him the present Baronet is descended. {And here the 
descent follows in order until it comes to) Thoaias Mugoins, first Baronet of Ponty-^ 
dwdlem Castle, for ^.3 years Member of Parliament for that borough, who had issuer 
Alubbd Mogynb Smyth, the present Baronet, who married Maaiak, daughter of the 
late Gbwkral P. Fi^ck, of Ballyflack, in the Kingdom of Ireland, of the Counts Flack 
of the H. B. Empire. Sm Alurbd has issue, Alured Caradoc, bom 1819, Marian, 
1811, Bz.ANCHa Adbuza, Emily Doria, Adslaids OblsAns, Katinka Rostopchin, 
Batricx Flack, died 1 809. * 

* * Aims— a mullion garbled, gules on a saltire rsYevsod of the second. Cre^— a tom-tit 
rampant regardant Motto-^n^ Mop unp Magynt." 

• 

It was long before Ladt de Mootns shone as a star in the &shion- 
able world. At first, poor Mugoins was in the hands of the Flacks, 
the Clancys, the Tooles, the Shanahans, his wi&'s Irish relations ; 
and whilst he waa yet bat heir apparent, his house overflowed with 
daret and the national nectar, for the benefit of his Hibernian relatives. 
Tom Tcfto absolutely left the street in which they lived in London, 
because, he said, '' it was infected with sneh a confounded smell of 
whiskey from the house of those iifii£J|ij)eople." 

It was abroad that they learned to be genteeL They pushed into 
all foreign courts, and elbowed their way into the balls of Ambassa- 
dors. They pounced upon the stray nobility, and seized young lords 
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travelling with their bear leaders. They gave parties at Naples, Rome, 
and Paris. They got a Royal Prince to attend their wir^ at the 
latter place, and it was here that they first appeared tinder the name 
of Db Mooyns, which they bear with such splendour to this day. 

All sorts of stories are told of the desperate efforts made by the 
indomitable Ladt de Mooyns to gain the place she now occupies, and 
those of my beloved readers who live in middle life, and are unac- 
quainted with the frantic struggles, the wicked feuds, the intrigues, 
cabals, and disappointments which, as I am given to understand, reign 
in the fashionable world, may l>le8S their stars that they at least are 
not fashionable Snobs. The intrigues set afoot by the De Mooyns, to 
get the Duchess of Buckskin to her parties, would strike a Tallet- 
BAND with admiration. She had a brain fever after being disappointed 
of an invitation to Lady Aldebmanbury's the dansanty and would 
have committed suicide but for a ball at Windsor. I have the follow- 
ing story from my noble friend Lady Clapperclaw herself, — Lady 
Kathleen O'Shauohnessy that was, and daughter of the £arl of 
Turf anth UNDER : — 

"When that ojous disguised Irishwoman, Lady Muggins, was 
struggling to take her place in the world, and was bringing out her 
hidjous daughter Blanche/' said old Lady Clapperclaw " (Marian 
has a hump-back and doesn't show, but she 's the only lady in the 
family) — when that wretched Polly Muooins was bringing out 
Blanche, with her radish of a nose, and her carrots of ringlets, and 
her turnip for a face, she was most anxious — as her father had been a 
cow-boy on my father's land — to be patronised by us, and asked me 
point-blank, in the midst of a silence at Count Volau vents, the 
French Ambassador s dinner, why I had not sent her a card for my 
bain 

'* ' Because my rooms are already too full, and your ladyship 
would be crowded inconveniently,' says I ; indeed she takes up as 
much room as an elephant; besides, I wouldn't have her, and that 
was flat. 

^' I thought my answer was a settler to her : but the next day she 
comes weeping io my arms — ' Dear Lady Clapperclaw,' says she, 
' it 's not for me; I ask it for my blessed Blanche ! a young creature 
in her first season, and not at your ball ! My tender child will pine 
and die of vexation. I don't want to come. / will stay at home to 
nurse Sir Alured in the gout. Mbs. Bolsteb is going, I know ; 
she will be Blanche's Chaperon.' 

^' ' You wouldn't subscribe for the Rathdrum blanket and potato 
fund; you, who come out of the parish,' says 1, 'and whose grand- 
father, honest man, kept cows there.' 

' Will twenty guineas be enough, dearest Lady Clapperclaw ? 
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* Twenty guineas is sufficient/ says I, and she paid them ; so I 
said, * Blanche may come, but not you, mind ;' and she left me with 
a world of thanks. 

^^ Would you beliere it ? — when my ball came the horrid woman 
made her appearance with her daughter ! ^ Didn't I tell you not to 
come V said I, in a mighty passion. ^ What would the world hare 
said V cries my Lady Mugoins ; ^ my carriage is gone for Sir Alurej> 
to the Club ; let me stay only ten minutes, dearest Lady Clapper- 
claw.' 

** ' Well, as you are here, Madam, you may stay and get your 
supper,' I answered, and so left her, and never spoke a word more to 
her all night. 

*'' ' And now,' screamed out old Lady Clapperolaw, clapping her 
bands, and speddng with more brogue than ever, ^ what do you think, 
after all my kmduess to her, tlU! WUSked, VUlgar, odious, impudent 
upstart of a cowboy's granddaughter, has done ? — she cut me yesterday 
in Hy' Park, and hasn't sent me a ticket for her ball to-night, though 
they say Prince George is to be there.' 

Yes, such is the fact. In the race of fashion the resolute and active 
De Mogyns has passed the poor old Clapperclaw. Her progress in 
gentility may be traced by the sets of friends whom she has courted, 
and made, and cut, and left behind her. She has struggled so gallantly 
for polite reputation that she has won it ; pitilessly kicking down the 
ladder as she advanced, degree by degree. 

Her Irish relations were first sacrificed ; she made her father dine 
in the Steward's room, to his perfect contentment ; and would send 
Sir Alured thither likewise, but that he is a peg on which she hopes 
to hang her future honours ; and is, after all, paymaster of her daugh- 
ters' fortunes. He is meek and content. He has been so long a 
gentleman that he is used to it, and acts the part of Governor very 
well. In the day-time he goes from the Union to Arthur s, and from 
Arthur's to the Union. He is a dead hand at picquet, and loses a 
very comfortable maintenance to some young fellows, at whist, at the 
Traveller's. 

His son has ta£en his father's seat in Parliament, and has of course 
joined young England. He is the only man in the country who 
believes in the Db Mogynses, and sighs for the days when a De 
Mogyns led the van of battle. He has written a little volume of 
spoony puny poems. He wears a lock of the hair of Laud, the Con- 
fessor and Martyr, and fainted when he kissed the Pope's toe at 
Rome. He sleeps in white kid gloves, and commits dangerous excesses 
upon green tea* 
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CHAPTER Vm. 

OBEAT CITY SNOBS. 

' Heme is no dia^niwng the isct 
- that this series of perp«n is 
malcBig a predi^as sensation 
tmoag dl dassee in this Enpiic. 
Notes of admintion (!), of inter- 
FogBtion (?), of remoBstiance, ip- 
proTfJ, or Blmae, come ponrin^ 
into Mr. Fnneh't box. W» 
have beoB called to task for 
betraying the leerets of thice 
dtfierent families of Dn Mootns; 
no less than foar Lidt Sdiak 
S<nt«PEne have been discovered ; 
and young gentlepieB aie quite 
shy of ,otdera(g half-A-pJnt of 
port and simpering over tho 
Quarterly Smiao at the Club, 
lest tliey should be mistaken for 

SvDNET SoitAPER, EsQ. " What 

can be your antipathy to Baker 
Street?" asks some fairremon- 

straDt, evidently writing front 
that qnarter. — " Why only at- 
tack the aristooretie Snobs?' 
saya one estimable correspondent; 
" are not the snobbi^ Snobs to 
have their turn?" — "Pitch into 
the University Snobs !" writes an indignant gentleman (who spells 
elegant with two I's.) — " Show up the Clerical Snob," luggesto 
another. — " Being at Meubicb's Hotel, Paria, some time since," 
some wag hints, '' I saw Lord B., leaning out of the window with his 
boots in his hand, and bawling out, ' Gar^on, cirs«-mot eetbottet.' 
Oughtn't he to be brought in among the Snobs ? " 
No ; far from it. If his lordship's boots are dirty, it is becanso ho 
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is hoMD B^ and walks* Theve is nothing snobbidi in having only 
ona pair of boots, or a farounite pair ; and certainly nothing snobbish 
in desiring to ha^e them dean. Lorh B., in 00 doing, performed a 
perfectly natural and gentlemanlike action; fer which I am so 
pleaaed with him ihai I hare had him designed in a favourable and 
elegant attitude, and put at the head of this Chi^ter in &e place of 
homoxuE. No, wa aire not personal in these candid nmarics. As 
FHn>iA8> took the> pick of a score of beauties b^re he completed a 
VKruB : so have we to examine, perfai^ a thousand Snobs, befoza 
€me is expvessed upon paper. 

Groat City Snobs are the next in the hieranihy, and ought to be con«- 
aidesed.. Bat here is a difficulty. The great City Snob is commonly 
nost difficult of access. Unless you are a ci^italist, you cannot visit 
iiim in the zeeesses of his bank parlour in Lombard Street. Unless 
you are a* sprigs of nobility, there is little hope of seeing him at 
home. In a great City Snob finn there is generally one partner 
whose name is down for charities, and who frequents S:seter Hall ; 
joa may catch a glimpse of another (a scientific City Snob) at my 
Lord N — 'ssair&tSy or the. lectures of ^le London Institution; of 
a tiurd, (a City Snob of taste), at picture-auctions, at private views 
«f exhibitions, or at the Opera or the Philharmonic. But intimacy 
is. impoBsible^ in. most cases^ with this grave, pompous, and awful 
iKing.. 

A mere gentleman may hope to sit at almost anybody's table- 
to take hia place at my lord duke's in the country — ^to dance a 
qoadciile at Bttckingham Palace kself — (beloved Lady Wiluelmina 
WAQflXJBtwiGObE ! do you recollect the sensation we made at the ball 
of our* late adored Sovereign Queest Carolinb, at Brandenbuxgh 
Home^ HammoMmith ?) but the City Snob's doors are for the most 
faxi closed to hiin ; and hence all that one knows of this great class 
la mostly fiom hearsay. 

In other coimtrieaof Europe, the Banking Snob is more expansive 
and communicative' than with us, and receives all the world into his 
circle. For instance, eveiybody knowa the princely hospitalities of 
the ScHAitLAsoHiiiD family at Paris, Naples, Frankfort, &c. They 
entertain aU the world, even the poor, at their/etes, Pbincb Polonia, 
at Rome, and Ins brother, the Dctkb of Stbaghino, are also remark- 
able for dieir hospitalities. I lilra the spirit of the first-named noble- 
man. Titles not costing much in the Roman territory, he has had 
the head clerk of the banking-house made a Marquis, and his Lordship 
will screw a bajoeco out of you in exchange as dexterously as any 
commoner could do. It is a comfort to be able to gratify such gran- 
dees with a &rthing or two, it makes the poorest man feel that he can 
do good. The Poloniab have intermarried with the greatest and 

D 
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most ancient families of Rome, and yon see their heraldic cognisance 
(a mushroom or on an azure field) quartered in a hundred places in 
the city, with the arms of the Colonnas and Dobias. 

Our City Snobs haye the same mania of aristocratic marriages. I 
like to see such. I am of a savage and envious nature, — I like to see 
these two humbugs which, dividing, as they do, the social empire of 
this kingdom between them, hate each other naturally — making trace 
and uniting — for the sordid interests of either. I like to see an old 
aristoci-at swelling with pride of race, the descendant of illustrious 
Norman robbers, whose blood has been pure for centuries, and whe 
looks down on common Englishmen as a free-bom American does on a 
nigger, — I like to see old Stiffneck obliged to bow down his head 
and swallow his infernal pride, and drink the cup of humiliation 
poured out by Pump and Aldoatb's butler. ^' Pump and Aldgate^'* 
says he, '^ your grandfather was a bricklayer, and his hod is still kept 
in the bank. Your pedigree begins in a workhouse ; mine can be 
dated from all the royal palaces of Europe. I came over with the 
Conqueror: I am own cousin to Charles Martel, Orlando 
FuRioso, Philip Augustus, Peter the Cruel, and Frederic 
Barbarossa. I quarter the Royal Arms of Brentford in my coat. 
I despise you, but I want money ; and I will sell you my beloved 
daughter, Blanche Stiffneck, for a hundred thousand pounds, to 
pay off my mortgages. Let your son marry her, and she shall become 
Lady Blanche Pump and Aldgate." 

Old Pump and'ALDOATE clutches at the bargain. And a comfort* 
able thing it is to think that birth can be bought for money. So you 
learn to value it. Why should we, who don't possess it, set a higher 
store on it than those who do ? Perhaps the best use of that book, 
the Peerage, is to look down the list, and see how many have bought 
and sold birth, — how poor sprigs of nobility somehow sell them- 
selves to rich City Snobs' daughters, how rich City Snobs purchase 
noble ladies — and so to admire the double baseness of the bargiun. 

Old Pump and Aldgate buys the article, and pays the money* 
The sale of the girl's person is blessed by a Bishop at St. George's, 
Hanover Square, and next year you read, ''At Roehampton, on 
Saturday, the Lady Blanche Pump, of a son and heir." 

After this interesting event, some old acquaintance, who saw young 
Pump in the parlour at the bank in the City, said to him, fiimiliarly, 
"How's your wife, Pump, my boy ?" 

Mr. Pump looked exceedingly puzzled and disgusted, and, after a 
pause, said, " Ijody Blanche Pump is pretty well, I thank you." 

'' O, / thought 9lte was your wife!" said that familiar brute, 
Snooks, wishing him good-by ; and ten minutes after, the stoty was 
ail over the Stock Exchange, where it is told, when young Pump 
appears, to this very day. 
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We can. inu^e the weaiy life this poor Pchp, this martyr to 
Mammon, is compelled to undergo. Faaty the domestic enjoyments 
a! B. man who has a wife who scorns him ; who cannot see his own 
Enends in his own house ; who having deserted the middle rank of 
life, is not yet admitted to the higher ; bat who is resigned to rebnfia 
and delay and humiliation, contented to think that his Bon will b« 
more fortunate. 

It used to be the custom of soma very old-fashioned clubs in this 
dty, when a gentleman asked for change for a guinea, always to 
1n^ it to him in aashed *il«er : that which had passed immediately 
out of the hands of the vulgar being considered " as too coarse to nil 
a gentleman's fingers." So, when the City Snob's money has been 
VBshed daring a generation or so ; has been washed into estates, 
and woods, and castles and town-man^ons ; it is allowed to paie 
current as real aristocratic coin. Old Pdmf sweeps a. shop, runs of 
mesnges, becomes a confidential clerk and partner. Fdmp tbs 
Sbcond becomes chief of the house, spins more and more money, 
marries his son to an Earl's daughter. Pomp Tertids goes on with 
the bank ; bat his chief baaineSB in life is to become the father of 
PcMP QuARTOB, who comes ont a full-blown aristocrat, and takes his 
seat OS Bason Pohpinoioit, and his race ndes hereditarily over this 
nation of Snobs. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



! HILITABT SNOBS. 



a Boaety in tlM wotld w 
moRagrceablir th^tfaat: 
of wcll'hTcd and weU- 
Bifbrmed niilit«iy gca- 



thalt of ilOataty Snafaa. 
TlieT- are tB be fmnd of 
bH gradea, from l3im 
Gcnenl Officer, whose 
paMcd old brunt tnin- 
klea aver with, a scsre of 
stars, claspa, and deco- 
rations, to the budding 
Comet, who is sliaving 
for & beard, and has just 
been appointed to the 
Saxe Cobur^ Lancera. 

I have always admired 
'that dispensation of rank 
m our country, which 
•eeta up this last-named 
little creature (who was 

■^ " ' -i^. flogged only lastjr.eek 

' beciiuse he could not 
spell] to command greit whiskered warriors, who have faced all 
dangers of climate and battle ; which, because he has money to lodge 
at the agent's, will place him over the heads of men who have a thou- 
sand times more experience and desert ; and which, in the course of 
time, will bring .him' all the honours of his profession, when the 
veteran soldier he commanded has got no other reward for his bravery 
thanabertb in Chelsea Hospital, and the veteran officer he superseded 
has slunk into shabby retirement, and ends his disappointed life on a 
threadbare half-pay. 
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When I zead in tiie Gazette rach aanonncementB as ^ Lieute- 
nant and Captain Grio, from the Bombardier Gsards, to he Ci^taui, 
'vioe GBizasLiB, who letk^" I know what l>eo(»ne8 of the Peninanlar 
GjuzzitB ; I follow him in spirit to the humble oouatry town, when 
he takes up his quarters, and occupies hinuelf with the most deqpende 
attempts to live like a gentleman, on the stipend of half a tfular'a 
foreman ; and I picture to myself little Gkio rising iraai tsnk to nak, 
skipping from one tegiment to another, with an increased gzade in 
each, avoiding disagreeable foreign senrioe, and ranking ass Colonel 
at thirty ; — all because he has money, and Lord Gshmbv is his 
^Either, who had the same hide before him. Grio must bloah at fint 
to give his orders to old men in every way his betters. And as it is 
▼ery difficult for a i^iled child to escape being sdfish and anogaat, 
ao it is a very hard task indeed &r diis spoiled child of Foctvne not 
io be a Snob. 

It most have often been a matter of wonder to the candid readec, 
ihat the Army, the most enormous Job of all <mr political institu- 
tions, should yet work so well in tlie field ; and we must oheerfnlly 
^ve Grig, and hts like, tSie credit for courage which they di^lay 
whenever oocasion calls for it. The Duke's dandy regiments fought 
as well as any (they said better than any, but that is absurd.) The 
gieat DvKE hirasfdf was a dandy once, and jobbed on, as Mari*- 
BonouoH did before him. But this oidy proves that dandies are Inave 
as well as other Brltons-His all Batons. Let us ooncede that the 
h%brbom Grio vode into the entrenchments at Sahtaon as gallantly 
aa CesvoRAL Wauuop, the ex-ploughboy. 

The times of war aiie more fa^irourable to him than the periods of 
peace. Think of Grig's life in the Bombardier Guards, or Uie Jack- 
hoot Guards ; his marohes from WindacNr to L<Hid«n, horn London to 
Windsoir, from Knightsbridge to Recent s Park ; the idiotic servioea 
he has to perform, which consist in inipectis^ the pipeday of his 
company, or the horses in the staUe, or bellowing out ^^ ShouMer 
humps ! Carry huDo^]" all which duties the vayamalleat intelleot 
that ever beloaged to mortal man suffice to comprehend. The pro- 
liessional duties of a footman are quite as difficult and vanons. The 
xed-jackets who hold gentlemen's homes in St. James's Street could 
do the work just as well as those vacuoRS, good-fiatured, genlleniaa- 
like, rickety little Lientenants, who may be seen sauntering about 
Pall Mall, in high-heeled little boots, or rallying round the standard 
of their regiment in the Palace Court, at eleven o'doek, when the 
band ^^ya. Did the beloved reader ever see one of the young fellows 
staggering under ithe flag, or, above all» going through ^e operation 
4if saluting it ? It is wordi a walk to the Palace to witness that 
magnificent pieoe <£ tom-foolery. 



38 THE SNOBS OF ENGLAJND. 

I have had the honour of meeting once or twice an old gentleman, 
whom I look upon to be a specimen of army-training, and who has 
served in crack regiments, or commanded them, all his life. I allude 
to Lieutenant- General the Honourable Sir George Granrs* 
TuFTo, K.C.B., K.T.S., K.H., K.S.W., &c., &c. His manners are 
irreproachable generally ; in society he is a perfect gentleman, and a 
most thorough Snob. 

A man can't help being a fool, be he ever so old, and Sir George 
is a greater ass at sixty-eight than he was when he first entered the 
army at fifteen. He distinguished himself eyerywhere : his name is 
mentioned with praise in a score of Gazettes : he is the man, in fiact, 
whose padded breast, twinkling over with innumerable decorations, 
has already been introduced to the reader. It is difficult to say what 
virtues this prosperous gentleman possesses. He never read a book 
in his life, and, with his purple, old gouty fingers, still writes a school- 
boy hand. He has readied old age and grey hairs without being the 
least venerable. He dresses like an outrageously young man to 
the present moment, and laces and pads his old carcass as if he 
were still handsome George Tufto of 1800. He is selfish, brutal, 
passionate, and a glutton. It is curious to mark him at table, and 
see him heaving in his waistband, his little blocjdshot eyes gloating 
over his meal. He swears considerably in his talk^ and tells filthy 
garrison stories after dinner. On account of his rank and his services, 
people pay the bestarred and betitled old brute a sort of reverence ; 
and he looks down upon you and me, and exhibits his contempt fi^r 
us, with a stupid and artless candour, which is quite amusing to 
watch. Perhaps, had he been bred to another profession, he would 
not have been the disreputable old creature he now is. But what 
other 1 He was fit for none ; too incorrigibly idle and dull for any 
trade but this, in which he has distinguished himself publicly as a 
good and gallant officer, and privately for riding races, drinking port, 
fighting duels, and seducing women. He believes himself to be one 
of the most honourable and deserving beiugs in this world. About 
Waterloo Place, of afternoons, you may see him tottering in his 
varnished boots, and leering under the bonnets of the women who pass 
by. When he dies of apoplexy, the Times will have a quarter of a 
column about his services and battles — ^four lines of print will be 
wanted to describe his titles and orders alone — ^and the earth will 
cover one of the wickedest and dullest old wretches that ever 
strutted over it. 

Lest it should be imagined that I am of so obstinate a misanthropic 
nature as to be satisfied with nothing, I beg (for the comfort of tilie 
forces) to state my belief that the Army is not composed of such 
persons as the above. He has only been selected fi>r the study of 
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^JTilians and the militaiy, as a apedmen of a pTosperons and bloated 
anny Snob, No : -wIud epaulets are not Hold ; when corporal punieh- 
nWDts sra abolished, and ConroBAi. Smith hjis a chance to have his 
gallaatiy rewarded as well as that of Lieutenant Gbio ; when there 
is no Buclt rank as Ensign and Lieutenant, (the exiatence of which 
tank ia an abanrd anonuly, and an insult npon all the rest of the army), 
and shonld there be no war, I should not be disinclined to be a Major- 
General myself. 

I have a little sheaf of Army-Snobs in my portfolio, bnt shall pause 
in my attack optm the forces until next veek. • 



CHAPTER X. 

MILITABY SN0B8. 

ALKiNs in the Park yesterday with 
my young friend Taoo, and discoaning 
with him npon the next number of the 
Snob, at the vety nick of time who 
should pass us but two very good speci- 
mens of Military Soobs, — the Sporting 
MilitMy Snob, Caftain RAO^^SETthe 

'Tfarkiog^ 3r.ja8iflh Militajy . a noh, - 
KNstoN F itMHf"- Indeed you are fully 
sure to meet them lounging on horse- 
back, about five o'clock, nnder the trees 
by the Serpentine, examining critically 
the inmates of the flashy broughams 
which parade up and down " The 
Lady's Mile." 
' — ^^ ^"^^ Taqq and Rao are very well ac- 
quainted, and so the fanner, with that candour inseparable ^m 
intimate friendship, told me his dear friend's history. Captain Rao 
is a small dapper north-country man. He went when quite a boy 
into a crack light cavalry regiment, and by the time he got his troop, 
had cheated all his brother-officers so completely, selling them lame 
horses for sonnd ones, and winning their money by all manner of 
strange and ingenious contrivances, that his Colonel advised him lo 
retire, which he did without much reluctance, accommodating s 
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youngster, who jntt entered the regiment, mth a glflndcied ohaiger 
at an uncommonly stiff figure. 

He has since devoted his timcto billiards, steeple-chasing, and the 
iurfl His head qnarteis are Ritmmek'b, in Conduit Street, where he 
keeps his Icit, but he is ever on the move in the exezeiae of his voca-- 
tion as a gentleman jockey and gentleman leg. 

According to BelC* lAfe^ he is an invariable. attendant ataU laoeiy 
and an actor in most of them. He rode the winner aX, Leamungton ; 
he was left for dead in a ditch a fortnight ago at Harrow ; and yet 
there«he was, last week, at the Croix de Bemy, pale and determined 
as ever, astonishing the badauds of Paris by the elegance of his seat 
and the neatness of his rig, as he took a preliminary gallop on that 
vicious brute, ^'The Disowned," befora starting for ^'the Trench 
Grand National." 

He is a regular attendant at the Comer, where he compiles a limited 
but comfortable libretto. During the season, he rides often in the 
Park, mounted on a clever, well-bred pony. He is to be seen escorting^ 
that celebrated horsewoman, Fanny Highflyer, or in confidential 
converse with Lord Thimblerio, the eminent handicapper. 

He carefully avoids decent society, and would rather dine off a steak 
at the One Tun with Sam Snaffle the jockey. Captain O^Rouritb, 
and two or three other notorious turf robbers, than with the choicest 
company in London. He likes to announce at Rummer's that he ia 
going to run down and spend his Saturday and Sunday in a friendly 
way with Hocus, the leg, at his little box near Epsom, where, if 
xeport speak true, many ''*' rummish plants" are concocted. 

He does not play billiards often, and never in public : but when he 
does play, he always contrives to get hold of a good flat, and never 
leaves him till he has done him uncommonly brown. He has lately 
been playing a good deal with Famish. 

When he makes his appearance in the drawing-TOom, wMch occa- 
ffionally happens at a hunt-mee(ting or a race-ball, he enjoys himself 
extremely. 

His young friend is Ensign Famish, who is not a little pleased to 
be seen with such a smart fellow as Rao, who bows to the best turf 
company in the Park. Rao lets Famish accompany him to Tatter- 
ball's, and seUs him bargains in horse-flesh, and uses Famish's cab. 
That young gentleman's regiment is in India, and he is at home on 
sick leave. He recruits his health by being intoxicated every night, 
and fortifies his lungs, which are weak, by smoking cigars all day. 
The policemen about the Haymarket know the little creature, and 
the early cabmen salutf him. The closed doors of fish and lobster 
shops open after service, and vomit out little Famish, who is either 
tip^ and quarrelsome — ^when he wants to fight the cabmen, or drunk 
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snd lielpleaBg-vheii some kind fiiend (in jellow satin) lakes eam of 
tifan. AH the neighbonthood, the cabmen, the poUce, the earlf 
potBto-iDNi, and the ftiends in yellew satin, know the joaog fellow, 
and be is oalled JAtde Bohbt bj Hirae of the veiy wont xepiobatea in 



His mother, Ladt FAinrr Fakibr, beCeres devotedly that Robext 
is in London solely for the benefit of consulting the phyiioian; b 
going to have Um eiehanged into a dragoon regiment, which doesn't 
go to that odioiii India ; and has an idea that his ehcst is delicate, and 
that he takes gmel every evening, when lie pats hie feet in hot water. 
Her LAdyehip resides at Cheltenham, and is of a serious tntn. 

Bobby freqaents the Union~Jack Clnb of course ; where he break- 
finlB on p^e ale and devilled kidn^'s atthree o'clock ; where beard' 
kas yoang lieroes of hn own sort congregate, and make merry, and 
.^ve «Bah other diimers ; wbeie yon majf see half-a-dosen of young 
rakes of the fourth or fifth order lounging and smoking on the steps ; 
-wlBne you behold SiiAPPEk's long-tailed leggy mare in the costody of 
a nd-jscket until the Captain is primed for the Park vrith a glass of 
cmafoa : and where yon see Hobbt, of the Highland Bufb, driving 
tip with Doasr, of the Madras Fuailieta, in the great banging, ewing- 
ing cab, which the latter hires from Ruiibi.e of Bond Street. 

In £iot. Military Snobs arc of such number and variety, that a 
tmodied wedcs of PuiuA would not anffiee to give an audience to 
them. There is, bendes the disreputable old Military Snoh who has 
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seen service, the respectable old Military Snob, who has seen none, 
and gives himself the most prodigious Martinet-airs. There is the 
Medical-Military Snob, who is generally more outrageously military 
in his conversation than the greatest sabreur in the army. There 
is the Heavy-Dragoon Snob, whom young ladies admire, with his 
great stupid pink face and yellow moustachios-^a vacuous, solemn, 
foolish, but brave and honourable Snob. There is the Amateur-Mili- 
tary Snob, who vmtes Captain on his cards because he is a Lieutenant 
in the Bungay Militia. There is the Lady-killing Military Snob; 
and more, who need not be named. 

But let no man, we repeat, charge Mr. Punch with disrespect for 
the Army in general — ^that gallant and judicious Army, every man of 
which, from F. M. the Duke of Wellington, &C., downwardfr^ 
(with the exception of H. R. H. Field-Marshal Prinoe Albert, 
who, however, can hardly count as a military man,) reads Puneh in 
every quarter of the globe. 

Let those civilians who sneer at the acquirements of the Army read 

i Sir Harry Smith's account of the Battle of Aliwal. A noble deed 

/ was never told in nobler language. And you who donbt if chivalry 

/' exists, or the age of heroism has passed by — ^think of Sir Henbt 

j H ARDiNGE, with his son, '^ dear little Authur," riding in front of the 

! line at Ferozeshah. I hope no English painter will endeavour to 

•' illustrate that scene ; for who is there to do justice to it ! The history 

of the world contains no more brilliant and heroic picture. No, no ; 

the men who perform these deeds with such brilliant valour, and 

• describe them with such modest manliness — such are not Snobs. 

Their country admires them, their Sovereign rewards them, and Punch, 

the universal xailer, takes off his hat and says, Heaven save them ! 
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CHAPTER XI. 

ON CLERICAL SNOBS. 



* PTBB S nobft-Milit&ry, Snobs-Clerical 
^ saggeiirtliemBelyea guite naturall y, _ 
^fit is clear that, witli" every 
Kspect for tbe doth, yet having a 
regard for truth, hamanity, and 
the British public, mch a vast and 
influential clasa must not be omitted 
from our noticea of the great Snob 

Of these Clerics there are some 
_ whose claim to anobbiabDess is un- 
~- doubted, and yet it cannot be dis- 
u~ ^.....^ cussed here; for the same reason 
that Punch would not set up his 
sbtjw in a Cathedral, out of respect for the solemn service celebrated 
within. There are some phtces where he scknowledges himself not 
privileged to make a noise, and puts avray his show, and silences his 
drum, and takes off his hat, and holds his peace. 



And I know this, that if there are some Clericf who do wrong, there 
are straightway a thousand newspapers to haul up those unfortunates, 
and ory. Fie upon them, fie upon them ! wh3e, though the prees is 
always ready ta yell and bellow ezcommonication agunst these stray 
delinquent parsons, it somehoiv takes very little count of the many 
good ones — of the tens of thousands of honest men, who lead Christian 
lives, who give to the poor generously, who deny themselves rigidly, 
and live and die in their duty, without ever a newspaper paragraph in 
their &vonr. My beloved friend and reader, I wish yon and I could 
do the same : and let me whisper my belief; entre Tumi, that of those 
eminent philosophers who cry out against parsons the loudest, there 
are not many who have got their knowledge of the church by going 
thither often. 
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Bat you who have ever listened to Tillage bells, or have walked to 
church as children on sunny Sabbath mornings ; you who have ever 
seen the parson s wife tending the poor man's bedside ; or the town 
cleigyman threading the dirty stairs of noxious alleys upon his sacred 
business ; — do not raise a shout when one of these faHa away, or yell 
with the mob that howls after him. 

Every man can do that. When old Father Noah was overtaken 
in his cups, there was only one of his sons that dared to make merry 
at his disaster, and he was not the most virtuous of the fi&mily. Let 
us too turn away silently, nor huzza like a parcel of school-boys, 
because some big young rebel suddenly starts up and whaps the 
sdioolmaster. 



I confess, though, if I had by me the names of those seven or eight 
Irish Biidiops, the probates of whose srills were me nti b ne d in last 
year's joumids, and who died leaving bdbinil them some two hundred 
thousand pounds a-piece — I would like to ^t them up as patrons of 
my Clerical Snobs, and operate upon theM as sucoessfuDysfi I see 
from the newspapers Mr. Eisenbbrc^ GhoropodiBt, has late^ done 
upon '^HiB Grace the Right Reverend Lobd Baaop op 
Tapioca." 

And I confess, that when those Right Reverend Prelates €ome up 
to the gates of Paradise with their probates of wills in their hands, 
I confess I think that their chance \b * * * * But the gates of 
Paradise is a far way to follow their Lordships ; so let us trip down 
ngam^ lest awkward questions be asked there about our own favourite 
vices too. 



And don't let us give way to the vulgar prejudice, that clergymen 
are an over-psid and luxurious body of men. When that enunent 
ascetic, the late Sydkbt Smith — (by the wa^, by what law of natnie 
is it that so many Smichs in this world are called Syi>net fimiv ?) — 
lauded the system of great prizes ift the Churchy — ^without whidi he 
said gentlemen would not be induced to follow the clerical pr ofood op ; 
he admitted most pathetically that die Clergy in general wore by no 
means to be envied &t their worldly prosperity. From reacUng the 
works of some modem writers of repute, you would fBOncf that « par- 
son's life was passed in gorging himself with plnm-pnddhig and povt- 
wine ; and that his Reverenoe's fat chaps were always gveasy with the 
crackling of tithe pigs. Caricaturists delight to represent him so ; 
round, short-necked, pimple-faced, apoplectic, bursting out of waists 
coat, like a black-pudding, a shovel-hatted fuzz-wigged Sslbkus. 
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Whereas, if you take the real man, the poor fellow's flesh-pots are 
very scantily furnished with meat. He labours commonly for a wage 
that a tailor s foreman would despise : he has, too, such claims upon 
his dismal income as most philosophers would rather grumble to meet ; 
many tithes are levied upon his pocket, let it be lemembered, by those 
who grudge him his means of livelihood. He has to dine with the 
Squire ; and his wife must dress neatly ; and he must ^' look like a gen- 
tleman," as they call it, and bring up his six great hungry sons as such. 
Add to this, if he does his duty, he has such temptations to spend his 
money as na mortal man could withstand* Yes; you who can*t 
remst purchasing a chest of cigars, because they are so good ; or an 
0fr4Bi^ doek at Howbll and James's, because it is such a bargain ; 
or & box at tbe C^exa, became L ablache and Grisi air* divine in the 
IHtfrdaa*/ hnej hev difficult it is for a parson to seaist spending a 
haJj^ciewtt when Jhanf Breakstone's family are without a loaf; or 
**Bf«nfiwig" a bakde of port for poor Folly RikBBcn^ who has her 
tiurteeiith. child ; or treating himself to a suit of oorduroys for little 
Bob StURBCBOw,. whose breeches are sadly out at elbofn. Think of 
tbese teBptaiiona, brother moralists and philosophnS) and dooTt be too 
haadon thftporaan. 



But what is tiua? instead of ^^showiig up " the parsons, are we 

in^lgwg Ri »ii««Mm> pndsea of that monstrous bladr-coattti wee ? O 

aaix^y Fbazvois^ lying at rest under the turf -, O Jiumy, and Johnny, 

and Willy, iiienda of my youth ! O noble and dear old Elias ! how 

shoiiM kft who knows yon, not respect you and your calling? May 

this pes neTes write a pennyworth again, i£ it ever cast ridicnle upon 
I 
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CHAPTER XII. 

ON CLSBICAL SNOBS AND SNOBBISHNESS. 

BAB Mr. Snob," an amiable 
young cotrespondeat viites, 
who Bigtu himself Snoblino, 
" ought the clergjwan vrho, 
at the request of a uoble Dake, 
lately iuteiTDpted a maniage 
ceremony between two per- 
•o&a perfectly authorised to 
marry, to be ranked or not 
among the Clerical Snobs?" 
This, my dear young friend, 
b not a lair qaestion. One 
of the illiutrated weekly pa- 
pets has already seized hold 
of the clergyman, and black- 
ened him most mimercifitJly, 
hy representing bim in his caaaock performing the marriage eervice. 
Let that be sufficient pnnishment ; and, if yon please^ do not press 
the query. 

It Is very likely that if Hua Shitb had come with s license to 
marry Tones, the parson in qncation, not aeeiug old Smith present, 
would hare sent off the beadle in a cab to let the old gentleman know 
what was going on ; and would have delayed the serrice until the 
arrival of Smra Senior. He very likely thinks it his duty to aak aU 
marriageable young ladies, who come without their pape, why their 
parent is absent; and, no doubt, aiaayt sends off the beadle for that 
missing goTemor. 

Or, it is very possible that the Dvkh of C<xoKDVu.m was Mr. 
Wbatdeeoallvh's most intimate friend, and has often smd to him, 
" WHATDTEOALLUir, my boy, my daughter must never marry tin 
Citing. If ever they try at your chunJi, I beseech yon, considering 
the tenns of intimacy on which we are, to send off Ratxan in a hock- 
cab to fetch me." 
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In either of which cues, yon see, dear Snoblino, that though the 
parson would not haye heen authorised, yet he might have been 
excused for interfering. He has no more right to stop my marriage 
than to ^p my dinner, to both of which, as a free-bom Briton, I am 
entitled by law, if I can pay for them. But, consider pastoral solicit 
tade, a deep sense of the duties of his office, and pardon this inconye- 
nient, but genuine zeal. 

But if the clergyman did in the Duke's case what he would not do 
in Smith's ; if he has no more acquaintance with the Coburdelion 
&mfly than I haye with the Royal and Serene House of Saze-Cobubo 
GoTHA, — then^ I confess, my dear Snoblino, your question might 
elicit a disagreeable reply, and one which I respectfully decline to 
giye. 1 wonder what Sm Georob Tufto would say, if a sentxy left 
his post because a noble lord (not in the least connected with the 
seryioe) begged the sentinel not to do his duty ? 

Alas ! tlutt the beadle who canes little boys and driyes them out, 
cannot driye worldliness out too ; and what is worldliness but Snob- 
birfmees? When, for instance, nc?KMSi the newspapers tEat the 
Right KByEREND thb Lord Charles Jambs administered the lite 
of confirmation to a party of the juvenile nobility at the Chapel Royal, 
— as if the Chapel Royal were a sort of ecclesiastical Almaok's, and 
young people were to get ready for the next world in little exclusiye 
genteel knots of the aristocracy, who were not to be disturbed in their 
journey thither by the company of the yulgar : — ^when I read such a 
peragraph as that (and one or two such generally appear during the 
present fiiahionable season), it seems to me to be the most odious, 
mean, and disgusting part of that odious, mean, and disgusting pub- 
lication, the Court Circular; and that Snobbishness is therein carried to 
quite an awful pitch. What, gentlemen, can't we eyen in the Chnxch. . 
acknowle dge a repubUcft'' There^ at leiBist^ the Heralds' College itself 
might all^W lint V/a all of us haye the same pedigree, and are direct 
descendants of Eyn and Adam, whose inheritance is diyided amongst us. ' 

I hereby call upon all Dukes, Earls, Baronets, and other potentates, 
not to lend themselyes to this shameful scandal and error, and beseech 
all Bishops, who read this publication, to take the matter into con- 
nderation, and to protest agaiast the continuance of the practice, and 
to declare, ^^ We wont codinn or christen Lord Tomnoddy, or Sir / 
Carnabt Jenks, to the exclusion of any other young Christian ;" thef / 
which declaration, if their Lordships are induced to make, a great>/ 
kfM qffennonie will be remoyed, and the Snob Papers will not haye 
been written in yain. ' '^ 

A stoiy is current of a odebmted nouveau-riche^ who haying had 
oocaston to oblige that excellent prelate the Bishop of Bullock* 
ofiTHT, asked his Lordship in return, to confirm his children priyately 
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hia LoBdship'a own ehspel; whidi eeremoay the gzatefiiL p»Iate 
^aoooTdtagly porfonnfld. Caa wfeke go tethor Hiaa* this ? Is dieoEe 
OTen ift tills lnortamlnlBg^o£pfin^all(fnore»ti^ Ifeiras 

if a man wonldii't go to heaveni unless he went ia a special tn&in^ ok as 
if he thought (aa some people iMsk about TaoBinatbn); Coflfinnsdoift 
mofls effieetnal when administBOsd afc fint haacL Whea. that eminent 
person, the Begum Sumroo, died, it is said she left tea thoanad 
poaadft to the-Fope^and tea tiuMnandl to; the AneBBiaHOP ov Canixkr* 
avmry-^eo iiiat theve shanid: he no mislake, — so aa to mafas'SBBa ef 
hariag the* eeelesiastieai an Aariiaes on her side* This is onl^r a fifeile 
aKM» openl^K and* aadisgnlBediy Snohhish tl^aa the eases before allndad 
to. A well-bred Snob ia jost aa seemtly proud of his lichea and 
honouxs as a paammu Snob who makeatiie moBt ludicroas esdiibitioa 
ef than ; and a high-bora MaDchionesa- er Ihidie8& jnat as Tain of 
herself and her diamonds^ as Qvamr QiLAsienieQ, who sewaa pair of 
epaulets on to her skirt, and tuma out ia state in a ooeked hat and 
feathers. 

t It is not oat of disre^ct to my peerage,, whicik I loTe and hcmoar, 

^ /(indeed, have I not said before^, that I shonld! be ready to jnmp oat of 

I my skin if two Dukes woald walk down Fall' Mail with me ?)^-<-tt ia 

Slot out of disres^»ect for the individuals, that I wish these titles had 

nerer been invented ; but, consider,, if there were no tvee^ Hum weald 

ybe no shadow; and how much more honest society would be, and lunw 

/mush more serviceable the dergy would be' (which Ibi our presoit 

/ eonsideradon) if tliese temptations of mak and ooatfiaial' baits of 

/ worldliness w»a not ia existoice, and perpetnally thBawa eat to lead 

I them astray.. 

\ I hove seen, many examples of their fidlmg away. When, fin* 
mstance, Tou Snifflb iirst went into the oountry as Curate for Ma. 
FonncESTONs:, (Sir Huddlestoke Fitddlestone's brother,) who 
xesided on some other living, there could not be a more kiad^ hard- 

' working, and excellent creature, than Toad; He had his aunt to live 
with him^ His conduct to his poor was admirable. He wrote 
annually reams of the best-int^itioned and most vi^id sermons. 
When Loan Bkandyrall's femily first came down into the country, 
and invited him to dine at Brandybali Park, Sniffle was so agitated 
that he almost forgot how to say Grace, and upset a bowl of currant* 
jdly sauce in Ladt Fannt Toffy s lap. 

What was the consequence of his intimacy with that noble fiunily ? 
He quarrelled with his aunt for dining out every night. The wretch 
forgot his poor altogether, and killed his old nag by always riding 
over to Brandybali ; where he revelled in the maddest passion for 
Lady Fai^ny. He ordered the neatest new clothes and ecclesiastical 
waistcoats from London; he appeared with corazza^shirts, lackered 
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hoots, and perfdmery ; he bought a blood-hone from Bob Tofft : was 
seen at archery meetmgs, public breakfasts,— actually at cover ; and, 
I blush to say, that I saw him in a stall at the Opera ; and afterwards 
riding by Lady Fanny's side in Rotten Row. He double-barrelled his 
name, (as many poor Snobs do) and instead of T. Sniffle, as formerly, 
came out, in a porcelain card, as Rev. T. D'Arcy Sniffle, Burlington 
HoteL 

The end of all thismay be imagined : when the Earl of Brandy* 
BALL was made acquainted with the Curate s love for Lady Fanny, 
he had that fit of the gout which so nearly carried him off (to the 
inexpressible grief of his son, Lord Alicomfayne), and uttered that 
remarkable speech to Sniffle, which disposed of the claims of the 
latter : — " If I didn't respect the Church, Sir," his Lordship said, ^ by 
JoYE, I 'd kick you down stairs : " his Lordship then fell back into 
the fit aforesaid, and Lady Fanny, as we all know, married General 
Podager. 

As for poor Tom, he was over head and ears in debt, as well as in 
lore : his creditors came down upon him. Mr. Hemp, of Portugal 
Street, proclaimed his name lately as a reverend outlaw ; and he has 
been seen at yarious foreign watering places ; sometimes doing duty ; 
sometimes ^^ coaching '* a stray gentleman's son at Carlsruhe or 
Kissingen ; sometimes — ^must we say it ? — lurking about the roulette^ 
tables with a tuft to his chin, i^ 

If temptation had not come upon this unhappy fellow in the shape 
of a Lord Brandyball, he might still have been following his 
profession, humbly and worthily. He might have married his cousin 
with four thousand pounds, the wine-merchant's daughter, (the old 
gentleman quarrelled with his nephew for not soliciting wine-orders 
from Lord B. for him) : he might have had seven children, and taken 
private pupils, and eked out his income, and lived and died a country 
parson. 

Could he have done better ? You who want to know how great, 
and good, and noble such a character may be, read Stanley's *' Life 
of Doctor Arnold." 



E 
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GHAPTER XIII. . 

ON CLSILICAL SNOBa 

L voNa the Tarieties of the Snob Clericalg^ tbe ynjyfflUfY Sin<|][^ nnA 
-^ tiie Seholasiic Snob ought neveriolwIESgAttea; ihe^ fona a ireiy 
atronglmttidion In the black-coated army. 

Tha wisdom of our ancestore (whksh I admire masa and mora eyerj 
day) seemed to have determmed that the education of youth was ao 
paltry and ununpoartant a matter, thai almost any mai^ armed with a 
birch and areguktion caaBock and degree, might uadartaka tha diarga : 
and many an honest eeuntry gentleman may be found ta the present 
day» whO' takes very good cave ta. tiave a chaxaeter with his butler 
when he engages him, and wiU not purchase a horaa without tha 
atxongeat warranty and tha doseat infection ; but senda off his son^ 
young John Thomas, to school without asking any qneationa. about 
the Schoolmaster, and plaees the lad at Switcheater College, under 
Doctor Bi^ock, because he (the good old English geotleman) had 
been at Switchester, under Docxea Bdswi«,. forty years, ago. 

We have a love for all little boyaat school; for many scoreaof 
thoasands of them read esad lave Punch : — ^may he never write a word 
that shall not be honest and fit for them to read ! He will not hftve 
his young friends to be Snobs in the future,, or to be bullied by Snnba, 
or given over to such to be educated. Our connexion with the youth 
at the Universities is very close and affectionate. The candid under- 
graduate is our friend. The pompous old College Don trembles ia 
his common room, lest we should attack him and show him up as a 
Snob. 

When railroads were threatening to invade the land which they 
have since conquered, it may be recollected what a shrieking and out- 
cry the authorities of Oxford and Eton made, lest the iron abominations 
should come near those seats of pure learning, and tempt the British 
youth astray. The supplications were in vain ; the railroad is in 
upon them, and the Old- World institutions are doomed. I felt 
charmed to read in the papers the other day a most veracious puffing 
advertisement, headed, '^ To College and Back for Five Shil- 
lings." " The College Gardens (it said) will be thrown open on this 
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ocoaaien; the College youtlis wDfl perfona a regatta; tke Chapel of 
King's College will have ila celehrated music ;" — and all jEbr five 
shillingB 1 The Goths* have got into Rome ; "Sapwjson Stbphekson 
dmws his repuhlican lines round the sacred old cities; and the cede- 
fliasticai big-wiga, who garrison them, must prepare to lay down kej 
and cTOMer before the iroa conqueror. 

If you oonsidez, dear reader, what profound Snobbishness the Uni- 
yensty system produced, you wfll allow that it is time to attack some 
of those feudal middle-age superstitions. If you go down for five 
diillings te look at the ''^College Youths." yon may see one sneaking] 
down the court without a tassel to his cap ; another with a gold orj 
silyer fringe to his velvet trencher ; a third lad with a roaster s go^ 
and hot, walking ai ease over the saered Colkge grass-plats, whicJ 
common men must not tread en. 

He may do it, because he is a nobleman. Becanse a lad is a lord, 
the University gives him a degree at the end of two years^ which 
another is seven in acquiring. Because he is a lord, he has no call 
to go through an examination. Any man who has not been to 
College and back for five shillings, would not believe in such distinc- 
tions in a place of education, so absurd and monstrous do they seem 
to be. 

The lads witTy gnl<^ ^A Rilvpr lanft ato Rnna nf rj^li g^i^f^pmAn^ tmA 

called Fellow Commoners ; they are privileged to feed better than 
the pensioners, and to have wine with their victuals, which the latter 
can only get in their rooms. 

The unlucky boys who have no tgsafil& to their caps, are called 
M2ere--;^errttor£at Oxford, — (a very pretty and gentlemanlike title). 
A distinction is made in their clothes because they are poor ; for which 
reason they wear a badge of poverty, and are not allowed to take their 
meals with their fellow-students. 

When this wicked and shameful distinction was set up, it was of a 
piece with all the rest-r-a g art of the b rutal, unchristian, blundering | 
fe udal system . . distinctions or rank were men so strongly ttlSBleSr" 
upon, that it wouTdTi^Vfe"Teeh'l!iou]^iTT)TaipTfeniy to doubt them, as 
blasphemous as it is in parts of the United States now, for a nigger to 
set up as the equal of a white man. A ruffian like Henry VIII. 
talked as gravely about the divine powers vested in him, as if he had 
been an inspired prophet. A wretch like James I. not only believed 
that there was in himself a particular sanctity, but other people believed 
him. Government regulated the length of a merchant's shoes as well 
as meddled with his trade, prices, exports, machinery. It thought 
itself justified in roasting a man for his religion, or pulling a Jew's teeth 
out if he did not pay a contribution, or ordered him to dress in a 
yellow gabardine, and locked him in a particular quarter. 

E 2 
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Now a merchant may wear what boots he pleases, and has pretty 
nearly acquired the privilege of buying and selling without the Govern- 
ment laying its paws upon the bargain. The stake for heretics is 
gone ; the pillory is taken down ; Bishops are even found lifting up 
their voices against the remains of persecution, and ready to do away 
with the last Catholic Disabilities. Sir Robert PEKii, though he 
wished it ever so much, has no power over Mr. Benjamin Disraeli's 
grinders, or any means of violently handling that gentleman's jaw. 
Jews are not called upon to wear badges : on the contrary, they may 
live in Piccadilly, or the Minories, according to fancy ; they may 
dress like Christians, and do so sometimes in a most elegant and 
fashionable manner. 

Wliy is the poor College servitor to wear that name and that badge 
still? Because Universities are the last places into which Reform 
/^ penetrates. But now that she can go to College and back for five 
sliillings, lefher travel down thither. 



OS D.S'IVERSITY SNOBS. 



CHAPTER XIV. 



ON VNITEB8ITY SNOBS. 

u, tlie men of Saint Boniface will 
recogoiae HuoBr and Crump 
in these two pictures. They 
were tutors in onr time, and 
t Crump is sioce adTsnced to be 
g, PreBideat of the College. Me 
was formerly, and is now, a rich 
specimen of a University Snob, 
At fire-and-twenty, Csump 
invented three new metres, and 
published an edition of an ex- 
ceedingly improper Greek Co- 
medy, with DO less than twenty 
emendations npoa the German 
text of ScHNUPFENius and 
ScnNAPBius. These services to 
religion instantly pointed him 
out for advancement in the 
Church, and he ia now President 
of St. Boniface, and very narrowly escaped the bench. 

Cbuup thinks St. Bomface the centre of the world, and his posi- 
tion as President, the highest in England. He expects the fellows 
and tutors to pay him the same sort of service that Cardinals pay to 
the Pope. I am sure Cbawlbk would have no objection to carry his 
trencher, or Paoe to hold up the skirts of his gown as he stalks into 
chapel. He roars out the responses there as if it were an honour to 
]ie«ven, that the President of St. Boniface should take a part in the 
service, and in his own lodge and college acknowledges the Sovereign 
only as his superior. 

When the allied monarchs came down, and were made Doctors of 
the University, a breakout was given at St. Boniface j on which occa- 
sion Cbump allowed the Eupenoit ALBXANnEB to walk before him, 
hut took the fXM liintself of the Kind of Prdbsia and Princb 
Bkdcbeb. He was goii^ to pnt the Hetman Flatoff to breakfast 
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at a side-table with the under-coUege tutors ; but he was induced to 
releut, and merely entertained that distinguished Cossack with a dis- 
course on his own language, in which he showed that the Hetman 
knew nothing about it. 

As for us undergraduates, we scarcely knew more about Crump 
than about the Grand Lama. A few favoured youths are asked 
occasionally to tea at the lodge ; but they do not speak unless first 
addressed by the Doctor; and if they venture to sit down, Crump^s 
follower, Mr. Toady, whispers, ^^ Gentlemen, will you have the kind- 
ness to get up ? — The President is passing ;" or, ^' Gentlemen, the 
President prefers that undergraduates should not sit down ;" or words 
to a similar effect. 

To do Crump justice, he does not cringe now to great people. He 
rather patronises them than otherwise ; and, in London, speaks quit6 
affably to a Duke who has been brought up at his college, or holda 
out a finger to a Marquis. He does not disguise his own origin, but 
brags of it with considerable self-gratulation : — '' I was a Charity- 
boy," says he ; ^' see what I am now ; the greatest Greek scholar of 
the greatest College of the greatest University of the greatest Empire 
in the world." The argument being, that this is, a capital world 
for beggars, because he, being a beggar, has managed to get on 
horseback. 

HuoBY owes his eminence to patient merit and agreeable p^fsei^er- 
ance. He is a meek, mild, inoffensive creature, with just enough of 
scholarship to fit him to hold a lecture, or set a& examination paper. 
He rose by kindness to the aristocracy. It was wonderful to see the 
way in which that poor creature grovelled before a nobleman or a 
lord's nephew, or even some noisy and disreputable commoner, the 
iriend of a lord. He used to give the young noblemen the most 
painful and elaborate breakfasts, and adopt a jaunty genteel air, and 
talk with them (although he was decidedly serious) about the opera, 
or the last run with the hounds. It was good to watch him in the 

\ midst of a drcle of young tufts, with his mean, smiling, eager, uneasy 
fiftmiliarity. He used to write home confidential letters to their 
< parents, and made it his duty to call upon them when in town, to 
condole or rejoice with them when a death, birth, or marriage took 
place in their fiimily ; and to feast them whenever they came to the 
University. I recollect a letter lying on a desk in his lecture-room 
\ for a whole term, beginning, ^^ My Lord Duke." It was to show ua 
'^that he corresponded wiih such dignities. 

When the late lamented Lord Glenlivat, who broke his neck at 
a hurdle-race, at the premature age of twenty-four, was at the Uni- 
versity, the amiable young fellow, passing to his rooms in the early 
morning, and seeing Huoby's boots at his door, on the same staircase, 
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playfnliy wadded theiniides of tbe boots with oobbler'« was, which 
caused excraciating pains to the Rev. Mb. fiuoBT, when he came to 
take them off the same evening, before dining with the Master of 
St. Crispin's. 

Everybody gave the credit of this admirable pieoe Hf idn to Lord 
GiiSN^LiTATs friend, Bob Tizzy, who was famous fsr fiadh feats, and 
who had already made away with the College pamp-handle ; filed 
St. Bonifaoe*s nose smooth with his face ; carried off four images of 
nigger-boys £eom ^e tobacconists ; painted the senior pfoci«r*s horse 
peartgreen, &c, &c. ; aind Bob (who was of the party certainly, and 
would iH>t peach) was just on the point of inonning cxpuhdeai, and so 
losing the family living which was in stove for him, when GLENLrvAx 
nobly stepped forward, owned himself to be the author ef the delight- 
fhl jmi d*eapritf apologised to the tutor, and accepted the rustication. 

HuGBY cried when Gleklivat apologised ; if the young nobleman 
had kicked him round the court, 1 believe the tutor would have been 
happy, so that an apology and a reconciliation might subsequently 
.ensue. ^' My lord," said he, ^' in your conduct on this and all other 
occasions, you have acted as becomes a gentleman ; you have been an 
honour to the University, as you will be to the peerage, I am sure, 
when the amiable vivacity of youth is calmed down, and you are 
called upon to take your proper share in the government of the nation." 
And when his lordship took leave of the University, Hvoby presented 
him a copy of his ^' Sermons to a Nobleman's Family " (Hugby was 
once private tutor to the sons of the Earl of Muffbobouoh) which 
GxiENLivAT presented in return to Mr. William Ramm, known to 
the fancy as the Tutbury Pet, and the sermons now figure on the 
boudoir- table of Mrs. Ramm, behind the bar of her house of enter- 
tainment, ^' The Game Cock and Spurs," near Woodstock, Oxon. 

At the beginning of the ]ong vacation, Hvgby comes to town, and 
pints up in handsome lodgings near Saint James's Square ; rides in the 
Park in the afternoon; and as delighted to read his name in the 
morning papers among the list of persons present at Muff borough 
House, and the Marqvis of Farintosh s evening parties. He is a 
member of Sydney Scraper's Club, where, however, he drinks hia 
pint of claret. * 



Sometimes you may see him on Sundays, at the hour when tavern- 
floors open, whence issue little girls with great jugs ef poi-tcr ; when 
charity-boys walk the streets, bearing brown dishes of smoking 
shoulders of mutton and baked 'taturs ; when Sheeny and Moses are 
seen smoking their pipes before their lazy shutters in Seven- Dials ; 
when a crowd of smiling persons in clean outlandish dresses, in 



mooatrons bonnets and flaring printed gowns, or in cmmpled glosay coats 
and silks, that bear the creases of the drawers where they have laia 
all the week, file down High 
Street, — sometimes, I aay, yoa 
may see Huobt coming out of 
the Church of Saint Giles-in- 
the-Fields, with a stout gentle- 
woman leaning on hia am), 
whose old itwe bean an expres- 
sion of supreme pride and hap- 
piness as she glances round at 
all the neighboura, and who 
faeea the Cnnta himself, and 
marchea into Holbom, where 
J ahe pulls the bell of a house, 
I over which is inscribed, 
I " HvoBT, Habersabbhr." 
I It is the mother of the Rev. 
F. HuoBY, as proud of hec 
son in his white choker aa 
I Cohnelia of her jewels at 
* Rome. That is old Huoby 
bringing up the rear with 
the Prayer-books, and BETsr 
^ HuoBT, the old maid, his 
daughter, — old Huqbt, 
Haberdasher and Church- 

In the front room up-stairs, where the dinner is laid out, there is a 
picture of Muffborough Castle ; of the Earl of MuFraoROTioa, K. X>, 
Lord Lieutenant for Diddlesex ; an engraving from aa Almanac of 
St. Boniface College, Oson. ; and a sticking-plaister portrait of Huesr 
when yonng in a cap and gown. A copy of his " Sermons to a Noble- 
man's Family " is on the book-shelf by the " Whole Duty of Man," 
the Reports of the Missionary Societies, and the Oxford Univereity 
Calendar. Old HuOby knows part of this by heart ; every living 
belonging to Saint Boniface, and_ the name of every tutor, fellow, 
nobleman, and undergraduate. 

He used to go to meeting and preach himself, nntil hia son took 
orders ; but of late the old gentleman has been accused of Puseyiam, 
and is quite pitiless agunst the Dissenters. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



ON UNIVERSITY SNOBS, 



T SHOULD like to fill several volumes with accounts of various Univer- 
aity Snobs ; so fond are my leminiscences of themi and so numerous 
are they. I should like to speak, above all, of the wives and 
daughters of some of the Professor-Snobs ; their amusements, habits, 
jealousies ; their innocent artifices to entrap young men ; their pio-Y 
nics, concerts, and evening parties. I wonder what has become of 
£milt Blades, daughter of Blades the Professor of the Mandingo 
language ? I remember her shoulders to this day, as she sate in the 
midst of a crowd of about seventy young gentlemen, from Corpus and 
Catharine Hall, entertaining them with ogles and French songs on 
the guitar. Are you married, fair Emily of the shoulders ? What 
beautiful ringlets those were that used to dribble over them ! — what 
a waist ! — what a killing sea-green shot- silk gown ! — what a cameo, 
the size of a muffin ! There were thirty-six young men of the 
University in love at one time with Emily Blades : and no words 
are sufficient to describe the pity, the sorrow, the deep, deep com- 
miseration — the rage, fury, and uncharitableness, in other words — 
with which the Miss Trumps (daughter of Trumps, tlie Professor of 
Phlebotomy) regarded her, because she didnt squint, and because she 
wasn't marked with the small-pox. 

As for the young University Snobs, I am getting too old, now, to 
speak of such very familiarly. My recollections of them lie in the fSu*, 
far past — almost as £Eir back as Pelham's time. 

We then used to consider Snobs, raw-looldng lads, who never missed 
chapel ; who wore high-lows and no straps ; who walked two hours 
on the Trumpington road every day of their lives; who carried off the 
College scholarships, and who overrated themselves in hall. We 
were premature in pronouncing our verdict of youthful Snobbishness. 
The man without straps fulfilled his destiny and duty. He eased his 
old Governor, the Curate in Westmoreland, or helped his sisters to set 
up the Lady's School, He wrote a Dictionary, or a Treatise on Conic 
Sections, as his nature and genius prompted. He got a fellowship : 
and then took to himself a wife, and a living. He presides over a 
parish now, and thinks it rather a dashing thing to belong to the 
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Oxford and Cambridge Club ; and his parishioners love him, and snore 
under his sermons. No, no, he is not a Snob. It is not straps that 
make the gentleman, or high-lows that unmake him, be they ever so 

(thick. My son, it is you who are the Snob if you lightly despise a 
man for doing his duty, and refuse to shake an honest man's hand 
because it wears a Berlin glove. 
We then used to consider it not the least Tulgar for a parcel of lads 
who had been whipped three months previous, and were not allowed 
more than three glasses of port at home, to sit down to pine-apples 
and ices at each others' rooms, and fuddle themselves with Champagne 
and Claret. 

One looks back to what was called ^ a wine-party" with a sort of 
wonder. TThirty lads round a table covered with bad sweetmeats, 
drinking bad wines, telling bad stories, singiBg bad songs over and 
over again. Milk punch — smoking-^ghastly headache — frightful 
spectacle of dessert table next morning, and smell of tobacco — your 
guardian, the clergyman, dropping in in the midst of ^s— expecting 
to find you deep in Algebra, and discovering the Gyp administering 
soda-water. 

There were young men who despised the lads who indulged in the 
coarse hospitalities of wine-parties, who prided tiiemselves in giving 
recherches little French dinnere. Both wine -party-givers and dinner- 
givers were Snobs. 

There were what used to be called ** dressy" Snobs :— Jiiimy, who 
might be seen at five o'clock elaborately rigged out, with a camellia in 
his button-hole, glazed boots, and fresh kid gloves twice a day;— > 
Jessaht, who was conspicuous for his *' jewellery," — a young donkey, 
glittering all over with chains. Tings, and Bhn*t-studs ; — Jackt, who 
rode every day solemnly on the Blenheim Road, in pumps and white 
silk stockings, with his hair curled, — all three of whom flattered them- 
selves they gave laws to the University about dress— all three most 
odious varieties of Snobs. 

Sporting Snobs of course there were, and are always — ^those happy 
beings in whom Nature has implanted a love of slang : who loitered 
about the horsekeeper's stables, and drove the London^ coaches — a 
stage in and out, and might be seen swaggering through the courts 
in pink of early mornings, and indulged in dice and blind-hookey at 
nights, and never missed a race, or a boxing-match; and rode flat 
races, and kept bull-terriers. Worse Snobs even than these were poor 
miserable wretches, who did not like hunting at all, and could not 
afibrd it, and were in mortal fear at a two- foot ditch ; but who hunted 
because Gi.enlivat and Cinqbars hunted. The Billiard Snob and the 
Boating Snob were varieties of these, and are to be found elsewhere 
than in Universities. 
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Then Aere mra Philoeopliioal Sooba, who lued to ape ■teteemen at 
tTiD SpoBting Clabt, and who believed as ft &et, that Govemment 
always had an e^ on the Univenity wheM to select ontora for the 
House of Commons. There were audacioas ytmag Frae-tfainkors, ^lo 
adored uobody or nothing, except pertiapa R^ESPisfuiB and the 
Koran, and panted for the day when the pale name of priest dioaM 
shrink and dwindle «way befwe thfe indignatioii of an enlightened 



Bat the worst of all UnivetHly Snobs, are those unfortunatea wh» * 
go to rack and min from their desire to ape their betters. SinrH 
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becomeB acquainted ^th great p«opla at College, enA is ashamed of 
his father the tTadesman. Jones has fine acquaiiitances, and lives 
after their feshion like a gay, free-hearted fellow as he is, and ruins 
his father, and robs his sister's portion, and cripples his yonnger 
brothel's outset in life, for the pleasure of entertaining my lord, and 
riding by the side of Sin John. And thoagli it may be very good 
fun far Robinson to fuddle himself at home as he does at College, 
and to be brought home by the policeman he has just been trying to 
knock down — think what fun it is for the poor old soul, his mother ! 
— the half-pay Captain's widow, who has been pinching herself all 
her life long, in order that that jolly young fellow might have a 
University Education; 



CHAPTER XVI, 

on LITEKAur SNOBS. 

BAT will he say about Literary 

Suohs? has been a question, I 

make no doubt, often asked by 

the public. How can he let off 

his own profession 1 Will that 

truculent and unsparing monster, 

who attacks the nobility, the 

clergy, the army, and the ladies 

indiscriminately, hesitate when 

the turn comes to forger his own 

flesh and blood ? 

■ y """ ^"^ ^ " ~ My dear and excellent querist, 

whom does the Schoolmaster flog 

so resolutely as his own son ? Didn't Bnums chop his ofiTspring's 

Iiead off? You have a very bad opinion indeed of the present state 

of Literature and of literary men, if you fancy that any one of us 

would hesitate to stick a knife into his neighbour penman, if the 

latter's death could do the state any service. 

But the fact is, that in tlte literary profession there abe ho Snobs. 
Look round at the whole body of British men of letters, and I defy 
you to point out among them a single instance of vulgarity, ox envy, 
or assumption. 
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Men and woniea, as for bb I have known them, they itre all modest 
in their demeanour, elegant in their manners, spotless in their lives, 
nnd honourable in their conduct to the world and to each other. 
You may, occasionally, it is true, hear one literary roan abnaing his 
brother ; bnt why ? Not in the least out of malice ; not at all fiom 
envy ; merely from a sense ip f |mth anil piVI'" ''"*T Suppose, for 
instance, I good-naturedly point out a blemish in my friend Mr. 
Fvnch't person, and say Mr. P. has a hump-back, and bis nose and 
chin are more crooked than those featarea in the Apollo or An'tinovi, 
which we are accnstomed to consider as oar standards of beauty ; 
does this aigne malice on ray part towards Mr. Puneh ? Not in 
the least. It is the cri tic's duty to point out defects as well as 
merits, and he invariably doesHia duty with the utmost gentleness 
and candour. 

An intelligent foreigner's testimony aboat onr manners is always 
worth having, and I think, in this 
respect, the work of an eminent 
American, Mr. N. P. Willis, is 
eminently valuable and impartial. 
In bis " History of Ernest Clay," 
a crack Magazine writer, the reader ' 
will get au exact account of the 
life of a popular man of letters in 
England. He is always the great 

lion of gmjff t jr- 

'~^e takes the jxu of Dukes and 
Earla; all the nobility crovrd to 
see him : I forget how many 
Baronesses and Duchesses fall in 
love with him. But on this sub- 
ject let us hold our tongues. Mo- 
desty forbids that we should reveal 
tlie names of the heart-broken 
Countesses and dear Marchionesses 
who are pining for every one of the 
contributors in this periodical. _^^ 

If anybody wants to know how ^^^ . ^ "^^^^ 

intimately authors are connected 

with the iashionable world, thsy have but to read the genteel novels. 
What refinement and delicacy pervades the works of Mrs. Babnabt 1 
What delightful good company do you meet with in Mna, Armv- 
taoe! She seldom introduces you to anybody under a Marquis! I 
don't know anything more delicions than the pictures of genteel life 
in Ten TAouMmf a Year, except perhaps the Yoang Duke, and 
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Caningsby. Them's a modest graee about them^ and an air of easy 
high fashion, whieh only belongs to bloed^ my dear Sir — to true 
bl^pd** 

/'^nd what linguists many of onr writers are I Last Bvcwer, 
Lads' Londondehrt, Sir Edwabjb Iuin8elf<— they write the French 
language with a luxurious eleganee and ease^ which sets them far 
above their continental rivals, of whom not oae (ezoept Paui. ds 
Kook) knows a word of Englj^A 

And what Briton can read without enjoyment the works of Jambb, 
80 admirable for tersenesi; and the playfol humaur and dazzling 
o£P-hand lightness of Autswortm? Among other humonata, <me 
might glance at a Jbrrolo, the chiyalrous advocaite of Toryism and 
Church and State ; an a Bcokett, with a lightsome pen, but a 
savage earnestness of purpose ; a Jeahes, whose pure style, and wit 
immingled with buffoonery, was relished by a congenial public. 

Speaking of critics, perhaps there never wns a review thai has 
done so much for literature as the admirable QuarteHy. It has its 
prejudices, to be sure, as which of us hanre not It goes eat of its 
^ay to abuse a great man, or lays mercilesdy on to such pretenden 
ks Keats and Tennyson ; but on the other hand^ it is the friend of 
all young authors, and has marked and nurfcuBsd all the rising talmt 
of the countiy. It is loved by everybody. There, again^ is Bkiekwoodts 
Jlfia(;rai2?tn6— -conspicuous for modest deganee and amiable satire ; that 
Review never passes the bounds of politeness in a joke. It is the 
arbiter of manners ; and, while gently exposing the foibles of Lon- 
doners (for whom the beaux espriU oi £dinbmrgh entertain s justi- 
fiable contempt), it is never coarse in its fun. The fiery enthusiasm 
of the AtheruBum is well known : and the bitter wit of the too diflBcnlt 
Literary Gazette. The Examiner is perhaps too timid, and the SpeC'- 
tator too boisterous in its praise — but who can carp at these minor 

(faults ? No, no ; the critics of England and the authors of England 
are unrivalled as a body ; and hence it- becomes impossible for us to 
find fault with them. 
V Above all, I never knew a man of letters ashamed qfhis profeseion. 
Those who know us, know what an affectionate and brotherly spirit 
there is among us all. Sometimes one of us rises in the world : we 
never attack liim or sneer at him under those circumstances, but 
rejoice to a man at his success. If Jones dines with a Lord, Smith 
never says Jones is a courtier and cringer. Nor, on the other hand, 
does Jones, who is in the habit of frequenting the society of great 
people, give himself any airs on account of the company he keeps ; 
but will leave a Duke's arm in Pall Mall to- come over and speak to 
poor Brown, the young penny-a-liner. 
That sense of equality and fraternity amongst^Authon has always 
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« 

sttnek me as one of the most amiable charaBteristica of the class. It 
is because we know and respect each other, that the world respects us 
so. much ; that we held such a good positioa in society, and demean 
emaslvea so irreproachably when there. 

Literary persona axe held in such esteem by the nation, that about 
twQ'of them, have bem absoliitely invited to Court daring the present 
idgn>r. and it is. probable that towards the end of the season, one or 
txiiQ> will be asked to dinner by Sib ResEitT Pbeil 

They are aneh fiivoorttes with the public, that th^ aie continiially 
obliged to hA7« their piotnxes taken and published ; and one or two 
eottld be pointed out, of whom the nation inststsiupon having a fresh 
portr^ every year. Nothing eaa be mora gratifying thatt this proof 
of the aflfeetionate regard whi(^ the people has. &r its instmetors. 

lateratoxe is heid in snch honour in fingiand, that there is a sum 
of Bear twdve hundred pounds p» annum- set 'apart to pension 
desiring persons following thai profession. And a great compliment 
this i% too, to the prof essfffs, and a proof of their generally prosperous 
and flourishing oooditionb They ave generally so- rich and thrifty, that 
scasesLy any money is wanted to help themj. 

If eve^ word of thi»ia tme^ how, I riiouid like to> know, am I to 
wnlft about Litocsry SBoba? 



CHAPTER XVII. 

A UTTLE ABOUT IRISH SNOBS. 

xrou do not, to be sure, imagine that there are no other Snobs in Ireland 
-* than those of the amiable party who wish to make pikes of iron 
railroads, (it 's a fine Irish economy) and to cut the throats of the Saxon 
invaders. These are of the ^venomous sort ; and had they been 
invented in his time, St. Patrick wouTilf'have banished them out of 
tiie kingdom along with the other dangerous reptiles. 

I think it is the Four Masters, or else it 's Olaus Magnus, or else 
it 's certainly O'Neill Daunt, in the Catechism of Irish History, 
who relates that when Richard the Second came to Ireland, and the 
Irish Chiefs did homage to him, going down on their knees — the poor 
simple creatures 1 — and worshipping and wondering before the English 
king and the dandies of his Court, my lords the English noblemen 
mocked and jeered at their uncouth Irish admirers, mimicked their 
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talk and gestures, pulled their poor old beards, and laughed at the 
strange fashion of their garments. 

The English Snob rampant always does this to the present day. 
There is no Snob in existence, perhaps, that has such an indomitable 
belief in himself; that sneers you down all the rest of the world 
besides ; and has such an insufferable, admirable, stupid contempt for 
all people but his own — nay, for all sets but his own. '^ Gwacioos 
Gad ! " what stories about ^^ the I wish" these young dandies accom- 
panying Kino Richard must have had to tell, when they returned 
to Pall Mall, and smoked their cigars upon the steps of Whttb's ! 

The Irish Snobbishness developes itself not in pride so much as in 

se rvility a nd mfnt^ admimtiirnff, and trunipery. imitations of their 

neighbours. And I wonder De Tocquevillb and De BuAUUoN^ir, and 

the Timea* Commissioner^ did not explain the Snobbishness of Ireland 

k as contrasted with our own. Ours is that of Richard's Noiman 

\\l Knights, — haughty, brutal, stupid, and perfectly self-confident; — 

\ 1 theirs, of the poor wondering, kneeling, simple chieftains. They are 

V on their knees still before English fashion — these simple, wild people ; 

and indeed, it is hard not to grin at some of their naive exhibitions. 

Some years since, when a certain great orator was Lord Mayor of 
Dublin, he used to wear a red gown and a cocked hat, the splendour 
of which delighted him as much as a new curtain-ring in her nose or 
a string of glass beads round her neck charms Qiteen Quashbenbaboo. 
He used to pay visits to people in this dress ; to appear at meetings, 
hundreds of miles off, in the red velvet gown. And to hear the people 
crying '^ Yes, me Lard !" and ^' No, me Lard ! " and to read the pro- 
digious accounts of his Lordship in the papers ! it seemed as if the 
people and he liked to be taken in by this twopenny splendour. Two- 
penny magnificence, indeed, exists all over Ireland, and may be 
considered as the great characteristic of the Snobbishness of that 
country. 

When Mrs. Mulhollioan, the grocer's lady, retires to Kingstowo, 
she has " Mulholliganville " painted over the gate of her villa ; and 
receives you at a door that won 't shut, or gazes at you out of a window 
that is glazed with an old petticoat. 

Be it ever so shabby and dismal, nobody ever owns to keeping a 
shop. A fellow whose stock in trade is a penny roll or a tumbler of 
lollipops, calls his cabin the " American Flour Stores," or the " Depo- 
sitory for Colonial Produce," or some such name. 

As for Inns, there are none in the country ; Hotels abound, as well 
furnished as Mulholliganville ; but again, there are no such people 
as landlords and landladies; the landlord is out with the hounds, 
and my lady, in the parlour talking with the Captain or playing the 
piano. 
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If a gentleman has a hundred a year to leave to his family they all 
become gentlemen, all keep a nag, ride to hounds, and swagger about 
in the ^^ Phaynix/' and grow tufts to their chins like so many real 
aristocrats. 

A friend of mine has taken to be a painter, and lires out of Ireland, 
where he is considered to have disgraced the f&mily by choosing such 
a profession. His father is a wine-merchant ; and his elder brother 
an apothecary. 

The number of men one meets in London and on the Continent 
who hare a pretty little property of fiye>and-twenty hundred a year 
in Ireland is prodigious — those who unU have nine thousand a year in 
land when somebody dies are still more numerous. I myself have 
met as many descendants from Irish kings as would form a brigade, yy^ 

And who has not met the Irishman who apes the Englishman, and 
who forgets his country and tries to forget his accent, or to smother 
the taste of it, as it were 1 ^* Come, dine with me, my boy," says 
O'Dowd, of O'Dowdstown, "you 11 find us all English there;" 
which he tells you with a brogue as broad as from here to Kingstown 
Pier. And did you never hear Mrs. Captain Maohanus talk about 
" I-ah-land," and her account of her " fawther s esteet ? " Very few 
men have rubbed through the world without hearing and witnessing 
some of these Hibernian phenomena — ^these twopenny splendours. 

And what say you to the summit of society — the Castle — with a 
sham king, and sham lords-in- waiting, and sham loyalty, and a sham 
Haroun AiiRASGBiD, to go about in a sham disguise, making-believe 
to be affable and splendid ? That Castle is the pink and pride of 
Snobbishness. A Court Circular is bad enough, with two columns of 
print about a little baby that 's christened — ^but think of people liking 
a sham Court Circular ! 

I think the shams of Ireland are more outrageous than those of 
any country. A fellow shows you a hill and says, '' That 's the highest 
mountain in all Ireland ;" or a gentleman tells you he is descended from 
Brian Boroo, and has his five-and-thirty hundred a year ; or Mrs. 
Macmanus describes her fawther's esteet ; or our ould Dan rises and 
says the Irish women are the loveliest, the Irishmes the bravest, the 
Irish land the most fertile in the world : and nobody believes anybody 
— the latter doesn 't believe his story nor the hearer : — ^but they make- 
believe to believe, and solemnly do honour to humbug. 

Oh Ireland ! Oh my country ! (for I make little doubt that I am 
descended from Brian Boroo too) when will you acknowledge that 
two and two make four, and call a pikestaff a pikestaff? — that is the 
very best use you can make of the latter. Irish Snobs will dwindle 
away then, and we shall never hear tell of Hereditary Bondsmen, 
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CHAPTER XVIII, 

PARTY-GIVING SNOBS. 

f\vTt selection of Snobs for^he past few weeks has been too exclusively 
^ of a political charac^r*. ** Giv e us private Sn o W* cry the dear ladies. 
(I have before me the letter ol' one lair correspondent of the fishing 
village of Brighthelmstone in Sussex ; and could her commands ever 
be disobeyed ? ) '' Tell us more, dear Mr. Snob, about your expe- 
rience of Snobs in society." Heaven bless the dear souls ! — they 
are accustomed to the word now — ^the odious, vulgar, horrid, unpro- 
nounceable word slips out of their lips with the prettiest glibness pos- 
sible. I should not wonder if it were used at Court amongst the 
Maids of Honour. In the very best society I know it is. And why 
not? Snobbishness is vulgar — the mere words are not : that which 
we caU a Snob, by any other name would still be Snobbish. 

Well, then. As the season is drawing to a close ; as many hun- 
dreds of kind souls, snobbish or otherwise, have quitted London ; as 
many hospitable carpets are taken up ; and window-blinds are piti- 
lessly papered with the Morning Herald ; and mansions once inha- 
bited by cheerful owners are now consigned to the care of the 
housekeeper s dreary locum tenens — ^some mouldy old woman, who, 
in reply to the hopeless clanging of the bell, peers at you for a 
moment from the area, and then slowly unbolting the great hall door, 
informs you my lady has left town, or that '' the family 's in the 
country," or ^^ gone u p the Rind ," — or what not — ^as the season and 
parties are over; wliy not consider Party-giving Snobs for awhile, 
and review the conduct of some of those individuals who have quitted 
the town for six months 1 

Some of those worthy Snobs are making-believe to go yachting, 
and, dressed in telescopes and pea-jackets, are passing their time 
between Cherbourg and Cowes; some living higgledy-piggledy in 
dismal little huts in Scotland, provisioned with canisters of portable 
soup^ and fricandeaux hermetically sealed in tin, are passing their 
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* On re-perusing these papers, I hare found them so stupid, so personal, so snobbiah — 
In a word, that I hare withdrawn them from this collection.— Thc Snob. 
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iajB slaughtering gTonse on the moors ; some are dosing and bath- 

nig away the effects of the season at Kissingen, or watching the 

iDgenioTis game of Trente et quarante at Hombourg and Ems. We 

can afford to be very bitter upon them now they are all gone. Now 

there are no more parties, let ns have at the Party-giving Snobs. The 

dinner-giving, the ball-giving, the <i^*e^n«r-giving, the conversazione'- 

giving Snobs—- Lord! Lord! what havoc might have been made 

amongst them had we attacked them during the plethora of the 

season ! I should have been obliged to have a guard to defend me 

from fiddlers and pastrycooks, indignant at the abuse of their patrons. 

Already I 'm told that, from some flippant and unguarded expressions 

considered derogatory to Baker Street and Harley Street, rents have 

&llen in these respectable quarters ; and orders have been issued that 

at least Mb. Snob shall be asked to parties there no more. Well, 

then^-now they are all away, let us frisk at our ease, and have at 

everything, like the bull in the china-shop. They mayn't hear of 

what is going on in their absence, and, if they do, they can't bear 

malice for six months. We will begin to make it up with them 

about next February, and let next year take care of itself. We shall 

have no more dinners from the dinner-giving Snobs : no more balls 

from the ball-givers : no more conversaxiones (thank Mussy ! as 

Jeahtes says,) from the Conversazione Snob : and what is to prevent 

us from telling the truth 1 

The Snobbishness of Conversazione Snobs is very soon disposed of, 
as soon as that cup of washy bohea that is handed to you in the tear- 
room ; or the muddy remnant of ice that you grasp in the suffocating 
scuffle of the assembly up stairs. 

Good Heavens ! what do people mean by going there ? What is 
done there, that everybody throngs into those three little rooms ? 
Was the Black Hole considered to be an agreeable r^nion^ that 
Britons in the dog-days here seek to imitate it ? After being rammed 
to a jelly in a door-way (where you feel your feet going through 
Ladt Barbara Maobetb's lace flounces, and get a look fi'om that 
haggard and painted old harpy, compared to which the gaze of Ugo- 
LiNo is quite cheerful ;) after withdrawing your elbow out of poor 
gasping Bob Guttleton's white waiscoat, from which cushion it was 
impossible to remove it, though you knew you were squeezing poor 
Bob into an apoplexy — ^you find yourself at last in the reception- 
room, and try to catch the eye of Mrs. Botibol, the eonveraazione 
giver. When you catch her eye, you are expected to grin, and she 
smiles too, for the four-hundredth time that night ; and, if she's very 
glad to see you, waggles her little hand before her face as if to blow 
you a kiss, as the phrase is. 

Why the deuce should Mrs. Bottbol blow me a kiss ? I wouldn't 

p2 
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kiss her for the world. Why do I grin when I see her, as if I 
was delighted ? Am I ? I don't care a straw for Mrs Botibol. I 
know what she thinks about me. I know what she said about my 
last volume of poems (I had it from a dear mutual friend). Why, 
I say in a word, are we going on ogling and telegraphing each other 
in this insane way? — Because we are both performing the oeie- 
monies demanded by the Great Snob Society : whose dictates we all 
pf us obey. 

I Well ; the recognition is oyer — ^my jaws hare returned to their 
VJusual English expression of subdued agony and intense gloom, and 
the Bof IDOL is grinning and kissing her fingers to somebody else, who 
is squeezing through the aperture by which we hare just entered. It 
is Lady Ann Clutterbuok, who has her Friday evenings, as Botibol 
(BoTTY, we call her) has her Wednesdays. That is Miss Cle- 
mentina Clutterbuok, the cadaverous young woman in green, with 
florid auburn hair, who has published her volume of poems (^^ The 
Death-Shriek ;*' " Damien ;" ** The Faggot of Joan of Arc ;*' and 
''Translations from the German"— of course) — ^the conversazione 
women salute each other, calling each other, *' My dear Lady Ann,** 
and '' My dear good Eliza," and hating each other, as women hate 
who give parties on Wednesdays and Fridays. With inexpressible 
pain dear good Eliza sees Ann go up and coax and wheedle Abou 
Gosh, who has just arrived irom Syria, and beg him to patronise her 
Fridays. 

All this while, amidst the crowd and the scuffle, and a perpetual 
buzz and chatter, and the flare of the wax candles, and an intolerable 
smell of musk — what the poor Snobs who write fashionable romances 
call '' the gleam of gems, the odour of perfumes, the blaze of countless 
lamps" — a scrubby-looking, yellow-faced foreigner, with cleaned 
gloves, is warbling inaudibly in a comer, to the accompaniment of 
another. " The Great Cagafooo," Mrs. Botibol whispers, as she 
passes you by — " A great creature, Thumpbnstrumppp, is at the 
instrument — ihe Hetman Platopp's Pianist, you know." 

To hear this Cacapogo and Thumpenstrumppp, a hundred people 
are gathered together — a bevy of dowagers, stout or scraggy ; a feint 
sprinkling of misses; six moody-looking lords, perfectly meek and 
solemn ; wonderful foreign Counts, with bushy whiskers and yellow 
faces, and a great deal of dubious jewellery ; young dandies with 
slim waists and open necks, and self-satisfied simpers, and flowers in 
their buttons ; the old, stifle, stout, bald-headed conversasiione-rou^Sj 
whom you meet everywhere — who never miss a night of this delicious 
enjoyment ; the three last-caught lions of the season — Hioos, the 
traveller ; Biggs, the novelist ; and Toppey, who has come out so on 
the sugar question ; Captain Flash, who is invited on account of 
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Ilia pretty wife, and Lobd Oatssy, who goes wherever ahe goes — que 
taU-je ? Who are the owners of all those showy scarfs 'and white 
neck-cloths ? — Ask little Tom Pnio, who Is there in all his glory, 
knows everybody, has a story about every one ; and, asbe trips home 
to his lodgings, in Jenny n- street, with his Gibus-hat and his little 
glazed pumps, thinks he is the fashionablest young fellow in town, 
and that he really has passed a night of exquisite enjoyment. 

Yon go up (with your usual easy elegance of manner) and talk to 
Mus SiuTH in a comer. 



That's all she says. If you say it's fine weather, she bursts ont 
laughing ; or hint that it 's very hot, she vows you are the drollest 
wretch! Meanwhile Mrs. Botibol is simpering on fresh arrivals; 
the individual at the door is roaring out their names ; poor Caca- 
Fooo is quavering away in the music-room, under the impression that 
he will be lancd in the world by singing inaudibly here. And what 
a blessing it is to squeeze out of the door, and into the street, where 
a half-hundred of carriages are in waiting; and where the link-boy, 
with that unnecessary lanthom of his, pounces upon ail who issue 
out, and will insist upon getting your noble honour's lordship's cab. 

And to think that there are people who, after having been to 
BoTiBOi. on Wednesday, will go to Cluttekbucs on Friday ! 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

a-OUT SNOBS. 



TT N England Dlnner-giviiig Soobs occupy a very 
1 1 important place in aociety, and the task of 
/ describing them ia tremendous. There « 



I my life ^hen the r 
K having eaten a man's salt rendered me dumb 
i, i^arding hia demerits, and I thought it a 
(- wicked act and a breach of hoapitahty to 
. speak ill of him. 

^ But why should a saddle of mutton blind 
' you, or a turbot and lobster sauce shut your 
moutli for ever ? With advancing age, men 
see their duti^ more clearly. 1 am not to be 
hoodwinked any longer by a slice of venison, 
t be it ever so &t ; and as for being dumb on 
J accoQDt of turbot and lobster sauce — of course 
^ I am ; good manners ordain that I should be 
^ so, until 1 have swallowed the compound— hut 
^ not afterwords ; directly the victuals are dis- 
E CQsged, and John takes away the plate, ray 
f tongue begins to wag. Does not yours, if you 
E have a pleasant neighbour? — a lovely crea- 
ture, say, of some five-and-thirty, whose 
daughters have not yet quite come out — they 
are the best talkers. As ior your young misses, they are only put 
about the table to look at — like the flowers in the centre-piece. 
Their blushing youth and natural modesty prevents them from that 
easy, confidential conversational abandon which forma the drligbt of 
the intercourse with their dear mothers. It is to these, if he would 
prosper in his profession, that the Dining-out Snob should address 
himself. Suppose you sit next to one of these, how pleasant it is, in 
the intervals of the banquet, actually to abuse the victuals and the 
giver of the entertainment ! It *s twice as ptguani to make fun of a 
man under his veiy nose. 



DININO-OUT SNOBS. 71 

What is a Dinner-giving Snob? some innocent youth, who is not 
repandu in the world, may ask — or some simple reader who has not] 
the benefits of London experience. 

My dear Sir, I will show you — not all, for that is impossible — ^but 
several kinds of Dinner-giving Snobs. For instance, suppose you, in 
the middle rank of life, accustomed to Mutton, roast on Tuesday, 
cold on Wednesday, hashed on Thursday, &&, with small means, and 
a small establishment, choose to waste the former and set the latter 
topsy-turvy by giving entertainments unnaturally costly — ^you come 
into the Dinner-giving Snob class at once. Suppose you get in cheap 
made dishes from the pastrycook's, and hire a couple of green-grocers, 
or carpet-beaters, to figure as footmen, dismissing honest Molly, who 
waits on common days, and bedizening your table (ordinarily oma- 
mented with willow-pattern crockery) with twopenny-halfpenny Bir- 
mingham plate. Suppose you pretend to be richer and grander than ^' 
you ought to be — you are a Dinner-giving Snob. And O, I tremble 
to think how many and many a one will read this on Thursday ! 

A man who entertains in this way — and, alas, how few do not ! — ^is 
like a fellow who would borrow his neighbour's coat to make a show 
in, or a lady who flaunts in the diamonds from next door — a humbug, 
in a word, and amongst the Snobs he must be set down. 

A man who goes out of his natural sphere of society to ask Lords, 
Generals, Aldermen, and other persons of fashion, but is niggardly of 
his hospitality towards his own equals, is a Dinner-giving Snob. My 
dear friend, Jack. Tufthunt, for example, knows one Lord whom he 
met at a watering-place ; old Loan Mumble, who is as toothless as a 
three-months-old baby, and as mum as an undertaker, and as dull as 
—well, we will not particularise. Tupthunt never has a dinner now, 
but you see this solemn old toothless patrician at the right hand of 
Mrs. Tupthunt — Tupthunt is a Dinner-giving Snob. 

Old LivERMORE, old Sot, old Chuttnby, the East India Director, 
old Cutler, the Surgeon, &c., — that society of old fogies, in fine, who 
give each other dinners round and round, and dine for the mere pur- 
pose of guttling — these, agam, are Dinner-giving Snobs. 

Again, my friend Lady MagScrew, who has three grenadier 
flunkies in lace round the table, and serves up a scrag of mutton on 
silver, and dribbles you out bad sherry and port by thimblefuls, is a 
Dinner-giving Snob of the other sort ; and I confess, for my part, I 
would rather dine with old Liveruore or old Soy than with her 
Ladyship. 

Stinginess is snobbish. Ostentation is snobbish. Too great profu- 
sion is snobbish. Tuft-hunting is snobbiBh : but I own there are 
people more Snobbish than all those whose defects are above mentioned: 
viz., those individuals who can, and don t give dinners at alL The 
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man without hospitality shall never sit 9ub iUdem irabSnu with me. 
I^t the sordid wretch go mamble his bone alone ! 
J What, again, is jtrae hosp itality? Alas, my dear friends and 
brother Snobs ! how iitfle do we meet of it after idl ! Are the motives 
pure which induce your friends to ask yon to dinner? This has often 
come across me. Does your entertainer want something from you ? 
For instance, I am not of a suspicious turn ; but it w a fact, that 
when Hookey is bringing out a new work, he asks the critics all 
round, to dinner ; that when Walker has got his picture ready for 
the Exhibition, he somehow grows exceedingly hospitable, and has his 
friends of the press to a quiet cutlet and a glass of SiUery. Old 
Hunks, the miser, who died lately (leaving his money to his house- 
keeper) lived many years on the fat of the land, by simply taking 
down, at all his ftiends', the names and Christian names of all the 
children. But though you may have your own opinion about the 
hospitality of your acquaintances ; and though men who ask you from 
sordid motives are most decidedly Dinner-giving Snobs, it is best not 
to inquire into their motives too keenly. Be not too curious about 
the mouth of a gift-horse. After all, a man does not intend to insult 
you by asking you to dinner. 

Though, for that matter, I know some characters about town who 
actually consider themselves injured and insulted if the dinner or the 
company is not to their liking. There is Guttleton, who dines at 
home off a shilling s worth of beef from the cook's shop, but if he is 
asked to dine at a house where there are not peas at the end of May, 
or cucumbers in March along with the turbot, tliinks himself insulted 
by being invited. ^' Good Ged !" says he, ^^ what the deuce do the 
Forkers mean, by asking me to a family dinner ? I can get mutton 
at home ;" or, " What infernal impertinence it is of the Sfooners to 
get entrees from the pastrycook's, and fancy that J am to be deceived 
with their stories about their French cook ! " Then, again, there is 
Jack Puddinoton — I saw that honest fellow t* other day quite in a 
rage, because, as chance would have it. Sir John Carver asked him 
to meet the very same party he had met at Colonel Cramley's the 
day before, and he had not got up a new set of stories to entertain 
them. Poor Dinner-giving Snobs ! you don t know what small 
thanks you get for all your pains and money ! How we Dining-out 
Snobs sneer at your cookery, and pooh-pooh your old Hock, and are 
incredulous about your four-and-sixpenny Champagne ; and know 
that the side-dishes of to-day are rechauffees from the dinner of 
' yesterday, and mark how certain dishes are whisked off the table un* 
tasted, so that they may figure at the banquet to-morrow. When* 
^ ever, for my part, I see the head man particularly anxious to escamoter 
^ a fricandeau or a blanc-mange, I always call out, and insist upon 
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J it with a spoon. All this wrt of conduct loakei one 
popular with the DinneT-giviug Snob. One friend of mine, I know, 
has made a prod^ons wnsalioo in good aociety, hy anuotmcing 
ipropot of certain diehea when ofit^red to him, that he never eats aipio 
except at Lord Tittvf'h, and that Ladt Jihint's Chef ia the only 
man in London who knows how to dress— yUst en itrpmteau — or 
Supreme de VobtiUe au* tni^. 



CHAPTER XX. 

DINNXB-GIVING SNUBS PCUTHEB CONSID£BKD. 

F m^ friends would hnt follow the 
present prevailing ftehion, I tiiink 
they ought to give me a testimonial 
for the paper on Dinner-giving Snobs, 
which I am now writing. What do 
yoQ say now to a handsome comfort' 
able dinner-service of plate (not 
inclnding plates, for 1 hold silver 
plates to be sheer wantonneea, and 
would almost as soon think of silver 
tea-cups), a couple of neat tea-pots, a 
coffee-pot, trays, &c., with a little in- 
scription to my wife, Mrs. Snob ; and 
a half-score of silver tankards for 
the little Snoblings, to glitter on the 
homely table where they partake of 
their quotidian mutton t 

If 1 had my way, and my plans 

could be carried out, dinner-giving 

would increase as much on the one 

hand as dinner-giving Soobbiahnesa 

would diminish ; — to my mind, the 

most amiable part of the work lately, 

published by ray esteemed friend 

(if upon ft very brief acquaintance he will aUow me to call him so), 

Alexts Soniit, THB REOENEttAioB ; what he (in his noble style) 

would call the most succulent, savoury, and elegant paassgeB, are those 
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^hidi relate, not to the grand banqaets and oeremonial dinneis, but 
^Ao " his dinners at home. " 

The ^' dinner at homo" ought to be the centre of the whole system 
of dinner-giving. Your usual style of meal that is plenteous, com- 
fortable, and in its perfection, should be that to which you welcome 
your friends, as it is that of which you partake yourself. 

For, towards what woman in the world do I entertain a higher regard 
than towards the beloved partner of my existence, Mrs. Snob ? who 
should have a greater place in my affections than her six brothers 
(three or four of whom we are pretty sure will favour tts with 
their company at seven o'clock), or her angelic mother, nay own 
valued mother-iu'-law 1 — for whom, finally, would I wish to cater 
more generously than for your very humble servant, the present 
writer ? Now, nobody supposes that the Birmingham plate is had 
out, the disguised carpet-beaters introduced to the exclusion of the 
neat parlour-maid, the miserable entrees from the pastry cook's ordered 
in, and the children packed off, (as it is supposed) to the nursery, but 
really only to the staircase, down which they slide during the dinner- 
time^ wa^'laying the dishes as they come out, and fingering the round 
bumps on the jellies, and the forced-meat balls in the soup. Nobody, 

1 1 say, supposes that a dinner at home is characterized by the horiible 

{ceremony, the foolish makeshifts, the mean pomp and ostentation 

\ which distinguish our banquets on grand field-days. 

Such a notion is monstrous. I would as soon think of having my 
dearest Bessy sitting opposite me in a turban and bird of Paradise, and 
showing her jolly mottled arms out of blonde sleeves in her famous 
red satin gown : aye, or of having Mr. Toole every day, in a white 
waistcoat, at my back, shouting out ^^ Silence yato the chair ! " 

Now, if this be the case ; if the Brummagem-plate pomp and the 
processions of disguised footmen are odious and foolish in every-day 
life, why not always ? Why should Jones and I, ivho are in the 
middle rank, alter the modes of our being to assume an /cldt which 
does not belong to us — to entertain our friends, who (if we are worth 
anything, and honest fellows at bottom) are men of the middle rank 
too, who are not in the least deceived by our temporary splendour ; 
and who play off exactly the same absurd trick upon us when they 
ask us to dine ? 

If it be pleasant to dine with your friends, as all persons with good 
stomachs and kindly' hearts will, 1 presume, allow it to be, it is better 
to dine twice than to dine once. It is impossible for men of small 
means to be continually spending five-and-twenty or thirty shillings 
on each friend who sits down to their table. People dine for less. I 
myself have seen, at my favourite Club, (the Senior United Service,) 
His Grace the Duke op Wellington quite contented with the joint, 
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one-ond-thTe^, and half-pint of Sheny wine nine ; and if His Grace, 
why not you and I ? 

This rule I have made, and found the benefit of. Whenever I ask 
a couple of Dukes and a Marquis or so to dine with me, I sg^Lthem 
dowB- 4^ a pfpiffft of beef, or a leg of mutton and tiimHiifig»» The gran- 
dees thank you for this simplicity, and appreciate the same* My dear 
Jones, aak any of those whom you have the honour of knowing, if 
such be not the case. 

I am far from wishing that their Graces should treat me in a simi- 
lar fashion. Splendour is a part of their station, as decent comfort 
(let us trust) of yours and mine. Fate has comfortably appointed 
gold plate for some, and has bidden others contentedly to wear the 
vdllow pattern. And being perfectly contented, (indeed humbly 
thankful — for look around, O Jones, and see the myriads who are 
not so fortunate), to wear honest linen, while magnificos of the world 
are adorned with cambric and point-lace ; surely we ought to hold as 
miserable, envious fools, those wretched Beaux Tibbs^s of society, who 
sport a lace dickey, and nothing besides. The poor silly jays, who 
trail a peacock*s feather behind them, and think to simulate the gor- 
geous bird whose nature it is to strut on palace-terraces, and to flaunt 
his magnificent fan-tail in the sunshine. / 

The jays with peacocks' feathers are the Snobs of this world : and ^ 
never since the days of ^sop were they more numerous in any land, 
than they are at present in this free country. 

How does this most ancient apologue apply to the subject in hand 
-—the Dinner-giving Snob ? The imitation of the great is universal in 
this city, from the palaces of Kensingtonia and Belgravia, even to the / 
remotest comer of Brunswick Square. Peacocks' feathers are stuck ^^ 
in the tails of most families. Scarce one of us domestic birds but . 
imitates the lanky, pavonine strut, and shrill, genteel scream. O you 
misguided Dinner-giving Snobs, think how much pleasure you lose, 
and how much mischief you do with your absurd grandeurs and 
hypocrisies ! You stuff each other with unnatural forced-meats, and | 
- entertain eacn other to the ruin of friendship (let alone health) and 
the destruction of hospitality and good-fellowship — ^you, who but for 
the peacock's tail might chatter away so much at your ease, and be so 
jovial and happy ! 

When a man goes into a great set company of dinner-giving and 
dinner-receiving Snobs ; if he has a philosophical furu of mind, he will 
oonuder what a huge humbug the whole afiair is ; the dishes and the 
drink, and the servants and the plate, and the host and hostess, and 
the conversation, and the company, — the philosopher included. 

The host is smiling and hob-nobbing, and talking up and down the 
table ; but a prey to secret terrors and anxieties lest the wines he has 
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broDght up from the cellar should prove insafiicient ; lest a corked 
bottle Bbonld deetray hia calcnlationa ; or our friend the carpet-beater, 
by making some bojue, should disclose his real quality of green-grocer, 
and show that he is not the family butler. 

The hoBteas is smiling resolutely through all the coutks, smiling 
through her agony ; though her heart is in the kitchen, and she is 
Speculating widi terror lest there be any diwstei there. If the totfgk 
should collapse, or if Wieouas does not 
■end the ioes in time — she feels as if she ' 

would commit suidde — that smiling, jolly 

The children np-etaiis are yelling, as 
their mud is orimping their miserable 
ringlets with hot tongs, tearing Miss 
Ehut's hair out by the roots, or scrub- 
bing Miee Poixt'h dumpy nose vith 
mottled soap till ths little wretch screams 
herself into fits. The young males of the 
&mily are employed, as we have stated, in 
piratical exploits upon the landing-place. 

The servants are not servants, hut the 
before- mentioned retail tradesmen. ' ""^^'fe 

I The plate is not silver, but a mere shiny 
^^irmingham lacquer ; and so is the hospitality, and eTeiything else. 
The talk is Birmingham talk. The wag of the party, with bilter- 
ness in his heart, having just quitted his laundress, who is dunning 
him for her bill, is firing off good stores; and the oppoution wag is 
fiirions that he cannot get an innings. Ja wains, the great conversa- 
tionist, is scornful and indignant with the pair of them, because lie is 
kept out of court. Young Mubcadel, that cheap dandy, is talking 
Fashion and Alhack'b out of the MomiTig Pott, and disgusting his 
neighbour, Mrs. Fox, who reflects that she has never been there. 
. The widow is vexed out of patience, because her daughter Mabia has 
got a place beside young Cambric, the penniless curate, and not by 
CobOHEL Gou)uo»E, the rich widower from India. The doctor's 
wife is sulky, because she has not been led out before the barrister's 
lady ; old Doctor Cork is grumbling at the wine, and GuTTLBroN 
sneering at the cookery. 

And to think that all these people might be so happy, and easy, and 
I friendly, were they brought together in a natural unpretentious way, 
and but for an unhappy passion for peacocks' feathers in England. 
I Gentle shades of Marai and Robesfiebse ! when I see how all tha 
(honesty of society Is corrupted among us by the miserable fashion-;, , 
iworship, I feel as angry as Mrs. Fox just mentioned, and 'ready to 
jorder a general battue of peacocks. 
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CHAFFER XXI. 

BOHE CONTINENTAL 8NOBB. 

.■^- •~^ \9 ''^ '''^' September has come, and 

^.r"" _ /jRjl til our parliameDtaiy datiea are 

OTcr, perhaps no class of Snoba 
are in mch high feather at the 
Continental Snoba. I watch then 
daily as they commence their mi- 
gratiouB bom the beach at Folke- 
stone, I see ahoals of them depart 
(not perh&ps without an innate 
longii^ too to quit the island along 
widi those happy Snobs). Fare- 
well, dear frieikdH, 1 say, you 
little know that the individual 
who regards you from the beach 
is your &iend and historiographer 
and brother. 

I went to-day to see onr excellent friend Snooks, on board (he 
Qaeen of the French ; many scores of Snobs were there, on the deck 
tj that fine ship, marching forth in their pride and bravery. They 
will be at Ostend in four hours ; they will inundate the continent next 
week ; they will carry into far lands the femous image of the British 
Snob. 1 shall not see them — hut am with them in spirit ; and 
indeed there is hardly a country in the known and dviliaed world in 
which these eyes have not behcdd them. 

I have seen Snobs, in pink coats and hunting boots, scouring over 
the Campagna of Rome : aud have heard their oaths and their well- 
known slang in the galleries of the Vatican, and under the shadowy 
arches of the Colosseum. I have met a Snob on a dromedaiy in the 
desert, and picknicking nnder the pyramid of Cheops. I like to 
think hnnr many p ^ii|iiit H-jiiah Rnff^m thfT^ sre, Bt tiuB mlnute of 
writing, pushing their heads out of every window in the conrt-yard 
of Mbi;biob'8, in the Ene de Rivoli; or roaring oat " Garsong, dn 
pang," "Garson, du vang;" or swaggering down the Toledo at 
Naples i or eren how many will be on the look ont fbr Snooks on 
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Ostend pier, — ^for Snooks and the rest of the Snobs on board the 
Queen of the French, 

Look at the Marquis of Carabas and his two carriages. My 
lady Marchioness comes on board, looks round with that happy air 
of mingled terror and impertinence which distinguiBhes her ladyship, 
and rashes to her carriage, for it is impossible that she should mingle 
with the other Snobs on deck. There she sits, and will be ill in pri- 
vate. The strawberry -leaves on her chariot-panels are engraved on 
her ladyship's heart. If she were going to heaven instead of to 
Ostend, I rather think she would expect to have des places rSservSes 
for her, and would send to order the best rooms. A courier, with 
his money>bag of office round his shoulders — a huge scowling foot- 
man, whose dark pepper-and-salt livery glistens with the heraldic 
insignia of the Carabasses — a brazen-looking, tawdry French 
femme-de'Chambre (none but a female pen can do justice to that won- 
derful tawdry toilette of the lady's-maid en voyage) — and a miserable 

' dame de Compagnie, are ministering to the wants of her ladyship and 
her King Charles's spaniel. They are rushing to and fro with Eau- 
de-Cologne, pocket-handkerchiefs which are all fringe and cypher^ 
and popping mysterious cushions behind and before, and in every 
available comer of the carriage. 

The little Marquis, her husband, is walking about the deck in a 
bewildered manner, with a lean daughter on each arm : the carrotty- 
tufted hope of the family is already smoking on the fore-deck in a 
travelling costume checked all over, and in little lacker-tipped jean 
boots, and a shirt embroidered with pink boa-constrictoi*s. What ia 
it that gives travelling Snobs such a marvellous propensity to rush 
into a costume ? Why should a man not travel in a coat, &c, ? but 

\think proper to dress himself like a harlequin in mourning 1 Se e, 
^en young Aloebm anbury, fKfe talluw^mefcfiaut, who has just 
stepped on board, has got a travelling dress gaping all over with 
pockets ; and little Tom Tapeworm, the lawyer s clerk out of the 
City, who has but three weeks' leave, turns out in gaiters and a bran 
new shooting-jacket, and must let the moustachios grow on his little 
snuffy upper lip, forsooth ! 

PoMPEY Htcks is giving elaborate directions to his servant, and 
asking loudly, *' Davis, where 's the dwessing-case," and " Davis, 
you'd best take the pistol-case into tEF~cabin." Little Pompby' 
travels with a dressing-case, and without a beard ; whom he is going 
to shoot with his pistols who on earth can tell ? and what he is to do 
with his servant but wait upon him, I am at a loss to conjecture. 

Look at honest Nathan Houndsditch and his lady, and their 
little son. What a noble air of blazing contentment illuminates the 
features of those Snobs of Eastern race ! What a toilette Hounjds- 
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l>rrcH*s is ! What rings and chains, what gold-headed canes and 
diamonds, what a tuft the rogne has got to his chin (the rogue ! he 
will never spare himself any cheap enjoyment !) Little Hounds- 
ditch has a little cane with a gilt head and little mosaic ornaments — 
altogether an extra air. As for the lady, she is all the colours of the 
rainhow : she has a pink parasol, with a white lining, and a yellow 
honnet, and an emerald green shawl, and a shot silk pelisse ; and 
drah hoots and rhuharh-coloured gloves ; and party-coloured glass- 
hnttons, expanding firom the size of a fourpenny piece to a crown, 
glitter and twiddle all down the front of her gorgeous costume. I 
have said hefore, I like to look at ^^ the Peoples " on their gala days, 
they are so picturesquely and outrageously splendid and happy. 

Yonder comes Captain Bull ; spick and span, tight and trim, 
who travels for four or six months every year of his life, who does 
not commit himself hy luxury of raiment or insolence of demeanour, 
hat I think is as great a Snob as any man on board. Bull passes 
the season in London, sponging for dinners, and sleeping in a garret 
near his Club. Abroad, he has been everywhere ; he knows the 
best wine at every inn in every capital in Europe ; lives with the 
best English company there; has seen every palace and picture- 
gallery from Madrid to Stockholm ; speaks an abominable little 
jargon of half-a-dozen languages — and knows nothing — ^n othing. B ull 
hnnta fyfta on the Continent, and is a 86i-C"$f' amateur courier. He 
will scrape acquaintance with old Carabas before they make 
Ostend ; and will remind his Lordship that he met him at Vienna 
twenty years ago, or gave him a glass of Schnaps np the Righi. We 
have said Bull knows nothing : he knows the birth, arms and pedi* 
gree of all the peerage ; has poked his little eyes into every one of 
the carriages on board — their panels noted and their crests surveyed ; 
he knows all the continental stories of English scandal — how Count 
TowRowsKi run off with Miss Baogs at Naples — ^how very thick 
Lady Smigsmao was with young Corntohon of the French legation 
at Florence — the exact amount which Jack Deuceaoe won of Bob 
Grebngoose at Baden — ^what it is that made the Staggs settle on 
the Continent — the sum for which the 0'6oggarty*8 estate are 
mortgaged, &c. If he can't catch a lord he will hook on to a baronet, 
or else the old wretch will catch hold of some beardless young strip- 
ling of fashion, ,and show him '^ life " in various and amiable and 
inaccessible quarters. Faugh ! the old brute ! If he has every one 
of the vices of the most boisterous youth ; at least he is comforted by 
, having no conscience^ He is utterly stupid^ but of a jovial tjim. Ho 
^TeVe» IlliniMill! lo be quite a ffiSpeclaTJe member of society ; but i 
perhaps the only good action he ever did in his life is the involuntary \' 
one of giving an example to be avoidedy and showing what an odious 
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tbing in the social picture is that figure of the deban ched old man 
who passes through life rather a decorous STlenus, and dies tion^e* 
day in his garret, alone, unrepenting, and unnoted, save by his 
astonished heirs, who find that the dissolute old miser has left money 
behind him. See ! he is up to old Carabas already 1 I told you 
he would. 

Yonder you see the old Ladt Mary Maoscrew, and those middle- 
aged young women, her daughters; they are going to cheapen and 
haggle in Belgium and up the Rhine until they meet with a board- 
ing-house where they can live upon less board-wages than her Lady- 
ship pays her footmen. But she will exact and receive considerable 
respect from the British Snobs located in the watering-place which 
she selects for her summer^residence, being the daughter of the 
£arl of Haooistoun. That broad-shouldered buck, with the great 
whiskers and the cleaned white-kid gloves, is Mr. Phelim CLANOVy 
of Poldoodystown ; he call himself Mr. De Clancy ; he endeavours 
to disguise his native brogue with ths richest superposition of 
£nglish ; and if you play at billiards or ecarte with him, the chances 
are that you will win the first game, and he the seven or eight games 
ensuing. 

That overgrown lady with the four daughters, and the young 
dand}' from the University, her son, is Mrs. Kewsy, the eminent 
barrister's lady, who would rather die than not be in the fashion. 
She has the Peerage in her carpet-bag, you may be sure ; but she is 
altogether cut out by Mrs Quod, the attorney's wife, whose carriage, 
with the apparatus of rumbles, dickeys, and imperials, scarcely yields 
in splendour to the Marquts of Carabas's own travelling chariot, 
and whose courier has even bigger whiskers and a larger morocco 
money-bag than the Marquis's own travelling gentleman. Remark 
her well ; she is talking to Mr. Spout, the new member for Jaw- 
borough, who is going out to inspect the operations of the Zollvereln, 
and will put some very severe questions to Lord Palmerston next 
Session upon England and her relations with the Prussian-blue trade, 
the Naples soap trade, the German tinder trade, &c. Spout will 
patronize Kino Leopold at Brussels ; will write letters from abroad 
to the Jawborough Independent ; and, in his quality of Member du 
ParUamang Britannique^ will expect to be invited to a family dinner 
with every sovereign whose dominions he honours with a visit during 
his tour. 

The next person is ^but hark ! the bell for shore is ringing, 

and, shaking Snook's hand cordially, we rush on the pier, waving him 
a farewell as the noble black ship cuts keenly through the sunny 
azure waters, bearing away that caigo of Snobs outward bound. 



COMUNEHTAL SHOBBEHT. 



CHAPTER XXII, 

bONTINENTAL SNOBBERY CONTINUED. t 

TITB ara acciutomed to laugh af^'Cltrl^i'ench fbr their bracgado^^ , I 
propenutiea, and inloleraWe vanit^^bonnaTrahce, la gioinj i 
I'eap'^tera'ilMa^lheTace; ahd'yrt I think in my heart that the ' 
J^ritish Snob, for conceit and self-sufficiency and braggartism in bis 
way, is withbuf (TparaileT. TTfere "Is" always something uneasy in "a 
Frendiniaai conceit. He brags with so much fury, shrieking, and 
gesticulation ; yella ont bo loudly that the Franf ds is at the head of 
civilization, the centre of thought, &e. ; that one can't hut see the 
poor fellow has a lurking doubt in his own mind that he is not the 
wonder he professes to be. 

AboQt the British Snob, on the contrary, there is commoiiljrilo 
""'— '10 bluster, but ^hsfin'"' ' 



Id ; we don't question the i 

I when a FrendfaBiBir bel- ■ 
3 out, " La France^ Mon- 
r, la France e*t d la the 
■nonde eiviliti I " jifiJflllgJjL- 
I-natuirfly atjbn itanlip _ 
rSevil. We are the fitrt 
Dof the world; we know the 
so well is our secret hearts, 
. a claim set up elsewhere 
mply ludicrous. My dear 
her reader, say, as a man 
onour, if you are not of thia 
ion? Do yon think a 
ichman your equal ? Yon 
t — you gallant British 
wTooiHt AT HOHi. Hnob— you know you don't : 

no more, perhaps, does the 
Snob yoQF humble Seirant, brother. 
And 1 am inclined to think it is this conviction, and the coiue<[aent 
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bearing of the Engluhnun towards the foreignet whom be c<mde8cends 
to visit, this confidence of superioritj which holds up the head of the 
owner of every English hat-box ft»m Sicily to St. Petersburg, that 

y m akea ua so magn ificently hatedjhroughout Europe a8we_3 t&j this — 
m<!re than all our little victories, and of whlch'mSIjrFreDchmen and 
Spaniards hare never WmitI — thia »f;j»»ing and indonut ablB_ insiJM_ 
piide^ jffjuch anitnates my lord in his traveUuig-cBrnage as well aa 
John In the rumble. 

If you read tlieoldChronicIeB of the French wars, you find precisely 
the same character of the Eo^ishman, and Hbhby V.'s people with 
just the cool domineering manner of our gallant veterans of Fraoca 
aai the Peninsula. Did you never hear Cdlonbl Cutlbr and 
Majou Slasher talking over the war after dinner? or Cai>tain 
BoABDEB describing his action with the Indomptable ? '^ Hai^c the 
fellows," says Boabdkr, " their practioe was very good. I was beat 
off three times before I took her." " Cuss those carabiueen of Mil- 
hand's," says Slashsb, *'what work they made of our light cavalry I" 
implyii^ a sort of surprise that the Frenchmen should stand op 
^^nst Britons at all; a good- 
natured wonder that the blind, 
mad, v^D-glorioDB, brave, poor 
devils, should Botually have the 
courage to resist an Englishman. 
L^ons of such Englishmen are ' 
patronising Europe at this mo- 

-'ine'ntjteing 'tlllil'H) the Pope, or 
good-natured to the Kino op Hol- 
land, or condescending to inspect 
the Prussian reviews. When 
Nicholas came here, who reviemi 
a quarter of a million of pairs of 
moustachios to his breakfoet every 
morning, we took him off to Wind- 
sor and showed him two whole 
regiments of six or eight hundred 
Britons a-piece, with an air as 

much aa to say, — ■" There, my _ ■ 

boy, look at tltat. Those are ^^ 

Engliekmen, those are, and yonr wioaim at BouLooiti. 

master whenever you please," 

aa the nursery song says. The British Snob is long, long past 
sceplicism, and can afford to laugh quite good-hnmouredly at those 
conceited Yankees, or besotted little Frenchmen, who set Up as 
models of mankind. They forsooth 1 
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I have been led into th«ae remarks by listening to an old fellow at 
the Hotel du Nord, at Bonlogne, and who is evidently of the Slashkb 
sort. He came down and leated him self at the breoJdast- table, with 
a BDtly scowl on his aalmoa-coloured blood-Bhot &ce, strang^g in a 
tight, cross-barred cravat ; his linen and his appointtnenta w perfectly 
stiff and spotlew that everylxMly at onoe recognised him as a dear 
oonntiynian. Only onr port-wine and other admirable institutions 
could bare produced a figure so insolent, so stupid, bo gentlemanlike. 
After a while our attention was caUe3 t'o'hini ly his foarlnj^-ocrt) m* — 
Toice of plethoric fiuy, " 1' 

Everybody turned round at the O, conceiTing the Colonel to be, as 
his coontenance denoted him, in intmae pain ; but the waiters knew 
better, and instead of being alarmed, brought the Colonel the kettle. 
O, it appears, is the French for hot-water. The Cdonel (though he 
despises it heartily) thinks he speaks the language remarkably well. 
Whilst he was inhaustiog his smoking tea, which went rolling and 
gurgling down his throat, and hissing over the "hot coppers" of 
that respectable veteran, a 
friend joined him, with a 
wizened face and very 
black wig, evidently a Co- 
lonel too. 

The two warriors, wag- 
gling their old heads at 
each other, presently joined 
breakfast, and fell into con- 
versation, and we had the 
advantage of hearing about 
the old war,and some plea- 
sant conjectures as to the 
next, which they consider- 
ed imminent. They psha'd 
the French fleet; they 
pooh-pooh'd the French 
Commerdal Marine ; they 
showed how, in a war, 
there would be a cordon (a 

cordong, by — ) of steamers wunnn at bu. 

along OUT coast, and by — 
ready at a minute to land anywhere on the other shore, to give the 

French as good a thraahing as they got in the last war, by . 

In &ct, a mmbling cannonade of oaths was fired by the two veterans 
during the whole of their conversation. 
o 2 
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There was a Frenchman in the room, but as he had not been above 
ten years in London, of course he did not speak the language, and lost 



^ the benefit of the conversation. ^^But oh, my country !" says I to 
myself, ^'it's no wonder that you are so beloved! If I were a 
Frenchman, how I would hate you!" 

That brutal ignorant peevish bully of an Englishman is showing 
himself in every city of £urope. One of the dullest creatures under 
Heaven, he goes trampling Europe under foot, shouldering his way 
into galleries and cathedrals, and bustling into palaces with his 
buckram uniform. At church or theatre, gala or picture gallery, his 
face never varies. A thousand delightful sights pass before his blood- 
shot eyes, and don't afiPect him. Countless brilliant scenes of life and 
manners are shown htiii^ 1!)'ut never move him. He goes to church, 
and calls the practices there degrading and superstitious, as if Am altar 
was the only one that was acceptable. He goes to picture-galleries, 
and ia more ignorant about Art than a French shoe-black. Art, 
Nature pass, and there is no dot of admiration in his stupid eyes ; 
nothing moves him, except when a very great man comes his way, 
/ and then the rigid proud self-confident Inflexible British Snob can be 
as humble as a flunky and as supple as a harlequin. 






( 



ENGLISH SNOBS ON THE CONTINENT. 



85 



CHAPTER XXIII. 



ENGLISH SNOBS ON THE CONTINENT. 



HAT IB the use of Lord Rossb's telescope ? " my 
friend Panwiski exclaimed the other day. 
^^ It only enahles you to see a few hundred 
thousands of miles farther. What were thought 
to be mere nebulsB, turn out to be most perceiv- 
able starry systems ; and beyond these, you see 
other nebulas, which a more powerful glass will 
show to be stars, again ; and so they go on 
glittering and winking away ihto eternity." 
With which my friend Pan, heaving a great 
sigh, as if confessing his inability to look In- 
finity in the face, sank back resigned, and 
swallowed a large bumper of Claret. 

I (who, like other great men, have but one^ 
idea), thought to myself, that as the stars are,^ 
so are the Snobs: — the more you gaze upon 
those luminaries, the more you behold — now 
nebulously congregated — now faintly distin- 
guishable — now brightly defined — until they 
twinkle ofi^ in endless blazes, and fade iato the immeasurable dark- 
ness. I am but as a child playing on the sea-shore. Some telescopic 
philosopher will arise one day, some great Snobonomer, to find the 
laws of the great science which we are now merely playing with, and 
to define, and settle, and classify that which is at present but vague 
theory, and loose, though elegant assertion. 

Yes : a single eye can but trace a very few and simple varieties of 
the enormous universe of Snobs. I sometimes think of appealing to 
the public, and calling together a congress of savaruf^ such as met at 
Southampton — each to bring his contributions and read his paper on 
the Great Subject. For what can a single poor few do, even with 
the subject at present in hand 1 £nglish Snobs on the Continent^ 
though they are a hundred thousand times less numerous than on their 
native island, yet even these few are too many. One can only fix a 
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stray one here and there. The indrndnals are caught — ^the thousands 
escape. I have noted down hut three whom I have met with in my 
walk this morning through this pleasant marine city of Boulogne. 

There is the English Raff Snoh, that frequents estaminets and 
cabarets; who is heard yelling, " We won't go home till morning ! " 
and startling the midnight echoes of quiet continental towns with 
shrieks of English slang. The boozy unshorn wretch is seen hovering 
round quays as packets arrive, and tippling drams in inn bars where 
he gets credit. He talks French with slang familiarity: he and 
his like quite people the debt-prisons on the Continent. He plays 
pool at the billiard-houses, and may be seen engaged at cards and 
dominoes of forenoons. His signature is to be seen on countless bills 
of exchange : it belonged to an honourable family once, very likely ; 
for the English Raff most probably began by being a gentleman, and 
has a father over the water who is ashamed to hear his name. He has 
cheated the old ^^ governor " repeatedly in better days, and swindled 
his sisters of their portions, and robbed his younger brothers. Now 
he is living on his wife's jointure : she is hidden away in some dismal 
garret, patching shabby finery and cobbling up old clothes for her 
children — the most miserable and slatternly of women. 

Or sometimes the poor woman and her daughters go about timidly, 
giving I gMons in Eny fliah and music, nr dn embTOi dery And work 
undtif-hand, to purchase the means for th efpatau-feuj while Raff is 
swaggering on the quay, or tossing off glasses of Cognac at the Cafe. 
The unfortunate creature has a child still every year, and her constant 
hypocrisy is to tiy and make her girls believe that their father is a 
respectable man, and to huddle him out of the way, when the brute 
comes home drunk. 

Those poor mined souls get together and have a society of their 
own, the which it is very affecting to watch — ^those tawdry pretences 
at gentility, those flimsy attempts at gaiety : those woful sallies : that 
jingling old piano ; O, it makes the heart sick to see and hear them ! 
As Mrs. Raff, with her company of pale daughters, gives a penny tea 
to Mrs. Diddler, and they talk about bygone times and the fine 
society they kept; and they sing feeble songs out of tattered old 
music-books, and while engaged in this sort of entertainment, in comes 
Captain Raff with his greasy hat on one side, and straightway the 
whole of the dismal room reeks with a mingled odour of smoke and 
spirits. 

Has not everybody who has lived abroad met Captain Raff ? His 
name is proclaimed, every now and then, by Mr. Sheriff's Offiobr 
Hemp ; and about Boulogne, and Paris, and Brussels, there are so 
many of his sort that I will lay a wager that I shall be accused of 
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gro9B penonality for showing him np. Many a leoa irreclaimable 
▼illain is transported ; many a more lumonrable man is at present at 
the treadmill ; ^d although we are thftnotilfwt; greatest} most religious, 
and most moral people in the world, I would still like to know where, 
^jroept in the United Kingdom, debts are a matter of joke, and 
IBaking"fia9e8men ^* suffer" a sport that gen tt e mon own to ? It is 

dis^ ^n^Tir^M** *^ ftww piAin^y [p FrMWft. Ynw ii«v<^f t^^d people jg. 

" other parts q£ Europe brag of their swindliniy j or see a p rison in a 

18 not more or less peopled with EutfllBli * 



I itTT^Tt m rri; iTCH rrra I 



A still more loathsome and dangerous Sbob than the above transpa- 
rent and passiye soamp, is frequent on the continent of Europe, and 
my young Snob friends who are trsTelling thither should be especially 
warned against him. Captain Lego is a gentleman, like Raff, though 
perhaps of a better degree. He has robbed his fiunily too, but of a 
great deal more, and has boldly dishonoured bills for thousands, where 
Raff has been boggling OTer the clurn^ conTeyance of a ten-pound 
note. Lego is always at the best inn, with the finest waistcoats and 
monstachios, or tearing about in the fiashest of britzkas, while poor 
Raff is tipsifying himself with spirits, and smoking cheap tobacco. 
It is amazing to think that Lbqo, so often shown up, and known eveiy 
where, is flourishing yet. He would sink into utter ruhi, but for the 
constimt and ardent. Ipve of gentility that distinguishes the English 
BnoD. There is many a young fellow of the middle classes who must 
know Leoo to be a rogue and a cheat; and yet from his denre to be 
in the &shion, and his admiration of tip-top swells, and from his 
ambition to air himself by the side of a Lord's son, will let Leoo 
make an income out of him ; content to pay, so long as he can enjoy 
that society. Many a worthy father of a family, when he hears that 
hb son is riding about with Captain Leoo, Lord Leyant*s son, is 
rather pleased that young Hopeful should be in such good company. 

Leoo and his friend. Major Maoer, make professional tours through 
Europe, and are to be ¥ound at the right places at the right time. 
Last year I heard how my young acquaintance^ Mr. Muff, from 
Oxford, going to see a little life at a Carnival ball at Paris, was 

accosted by an Englishman who did not know a word of the d 

language, and hearing Muff speak it so admirably, begged him to 
interpret to a waiter with whom there was a dispute about refresh- 
ments. It was quite a comfort, the stranger said, to see an honest 
English &ce ; and did Muff know where there was a good place for 
supper ? So those two went to supper, and who should come in, of 
aU men in the world, but Major Maobr ? And so Lego introduced 
Maoer, and so there came on a little intimacy, and three-cai'd loo, 
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&c., &c. Year after year scores of Muffs, in various places in the 
world, are victimised by Lego and Maoer. The story is so stale, 
the trick of seduction so entirely old and clumsy, that it is only a 
wonder people can be taken in any more ; but the temptations of vice 
and gentility together are too much for young £nglish Snobs, and 
those simple young victims are caught fresh every day. Though it 
is only to be kicked and cheated by men of fsishion, your true British 
Snob will present himself for the honour. 

I need not allude here to that very common British Snoh^ who makes 
desperate efforts at beooming intimate with the great continental aris- 
tocracy, such as old Rolls, the baker, who has set up his quartets 
in the Faubourg Saint Germain, and will receive -nene bulCiaidistB, 
and no French gentleman under the rank of a Marquis. We can all 
of us laugh at that fellow's pretensions well enough — we who tremble 
before a great man of our own nation. But, as you say, my brave 
and honest John Bull of a Snob, a French Marquis of twenty descents 
is very different from an English Peer ; and a pack of beggarly 
German and Italian Fuersten and Principi awaken the scorn of an 
honest-minded Briton. But our aristocracy — ^that s a very different 
matter. They are the real leaders of the world — the real old original 
and-no-mistake nobility. Off with your cap. Snob ; down on your 
knees, Snob, and truckle. 
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CHAPTER XXIV, 

ON SOME COUNTRY SNOBS. 

miBED of the town, where the sight of the closed shutters of the 
-^ nohility, my friends, makes my heart sick in my walks ; afraid 
almost to sit in those vast Pall Mall solitudes, the Cluhs, and of 
annoying the Cluh waiters, who might, I thought, he going to shoot 
in the country, hut for me, I determined on a brief tour in the pro- 

\^ yinoes, and paying 

some visits in the 
country which were 
long due. 

My first visit was 
to my friend Major 
PONTO, (H.P. of 
the Horse Marines, ) 
A mcK TCRv-onr roR ths park. jq Man&relwurzel'* 

shire. The Major 
in his little phsBton, was in waiting to take me up at the station. 
The vehicle was not certainly splendid, but such a carriage as would 
accommodate a plain man (as Ponto said he was) and a numerous 
family. We drove by beautiful fresh fields and green hedges, though a 
cheeifol English landscape ; the high road, as smooth and trim as the 
way in a nobleman s park, was charmingly checkered with cool shade 
and golden sunshine. Rustics in snowy smock-frocks, jerked their hats 
off smiling as we passed. Children, with cheeks as red as the apples 
in the orchards, bobbed curtsies to us at the cottage-doors. Blue 
church spires rose here and there in the distance : and as the buxom 
gardener's wife opened the white gate at the Major's little ivy-covered 
lodge, and we drove through the neat plantations of firs and evergreens, 
up to the house, my bosom felt a joy and elation which I thought it 
was impossible to experience in the smoky atmosphere of a town. 
*^Here,'* I mentally exclaimed, ''is all peace, plenty, happiness. 
Here, I shall be rid of Snobs. There can be none in this charming 
Arcadian spot." 

Stripes, the Major* s man (formerly corporal in his gallant corps), 
Teceived my portmanteau, and an elegant little present, which I had 
brought from town as a peace-ofiering to Mrs. Ponto ; viz., a cod 
and oysters from Groves's, in a hamper about the size of a coffin. 
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PoNTo's honse ('^ The Eyergreens" Mrs. P. has christened it) is a 
perfect Paradise of a place. It is all over creepers, and bow-windows, 
and verandahs. A wavy lawn tumbles up and down all round it, 
with flower-beds of wonderful shapes, and zigzag gravel walks, and 
beautiful but damp shrubberies of myrtles and glistening laurustinums, 
which have procured it its change of name. It was called Little 
Bullock's Pound in old Doctor Ponto's time. I had a view of the 
pretty grounds, and the stable, and the adjoining viUage and church, 
and a great park beyond, from the windows of the bed-room whither 
PoNTO conducted me. It was the yellow bed-room, the freshest and 
pleasantest of bed-chambers ; the air was fragrant with a large bouquet 
that was placed on the writing table ; the linen was fragrant with the 
lavender in which it had been laid ; the chintz hangings of the bed 
and the big sofa were, if not fragrant with flowers, at least painted all 
over with them ; the pen- wiper on the table was the imitation of a 
double dahlia ; and there was accommodation for my wateh in a sun- 
flower on the mantelpiece. A scarlet-leafed creeper came curiing 
over the windows, through which the setting sun was pouring a flood 
of golden light. Itijf as all flowers and freshneas . O how unlike 
those black chimney-po£s" ln**Sir .MBairs Place, London, on which 
these weary eyes are accustomed to look. 

^' It must be all happiness here, Poxto," said I, flinging myself 
down into the snug hergire^ and inhaling such a delicious draught of 
country air as all the millefleurs of Mr. Atkinson's shop cannot 
impart to any the most expensive pocket handkerchief. 

^' Nice place, isn t it ? " said Ponto. ^^ Quiet and unpretending. 
I like everything quiet. You 've not brought your valet with you ? 
Stripes will arrange your dressing things ; " and that functionary, 
entering at the same time, proceeded to gut my portmanteau, and to 
lay out the black kerseymeres, ^' the rich cut velvet Genoa waistcoat^" 
the white choker, and other polite articles of evening costume, with 
great gravity and dispatch. ^^A great dinner-party," thinks I to 
myself, seeing these preparations (and not, perhaps, displeased at the 
idea that some of the best people in the neighbourhood were coming 
to see me). '^ Hark, there 's the first bell ringing ! " said Ponto, 
moving away; and, in fact, a clamourous harbinger of victuals began 
clanging from the stable turret, and announced the agreeable fact 
that dinner would appear in half-an-hour. *^ If the dinner is as 
grand as the dinner-bell," thought I, '^ faith, I 'm in good quarters ! " 
and had leisure, during the half-hour's interval, not only to advance 
my own person to the utmost polish of elegance which it is capable of 
^ receiving, to admire the pedigree of the Pontos hanging over the 
{chimney, and the Ponto crest and arms emblazoned on the wash-hand 
{basin and jug, but to make a thousand reflections on the happiness of 

! 
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a conntiy life— upon ihe innocent friendliness and cordialitj of rustic 
intercourse ; and to sigh for an opportunity of retiring, like Ponto, 
to my own fields, to my own vine and fig-tree, with a placens uxor in 
my domus, and a half-score of sweet young pledges of afiection 
sporting round my paternal knee. 

Clang ! At the end of the thirty minutes, dinner-hell numher two 
pealed from the adjacent turret. I hastened down stairs, expecting to' 
find a score of healthy country folks in the drawing-room. There 
was only one person there ; a tall and Roman-nosed lady, glistering 
over wiUi bugles, in deep mourning. She rose, advanced two steps, 
made a majestic curtsey, during which all the bugles in her awful 
head-dress began to twiddle and quiver — and then said, '^ Mr. SNo^, 
we are very happy to see you at the Evergreens," and heaved a great 
fflgh. 

This, then, was Mrs. Major Ponto ; to whom, making my very 
best bow, I replied, that I was very proud to make her acquaintance, 
as also that of so charming a place as the Evergreens. 

Another righ. ^^ We are distantly related, Mr. Snob," said she, 
shaking her melancholy head. **• Poor dear Lord Rubadub ! " 

^^ O," says I ; not knowing what the deuce Mrs. Major Ponto 
meant. 

*' Major Ponto told me that you were of the Leicestershire Snobs ; 
a very old family, and related to Lord Snobbington, who married 
Laura Rubaditb, who is a cousin of mine, as was her poor dear 
fiither, for whom we are in mourning. What a seizure ! only sixty- 
three, and apoplexy quite unknown until now in our family ! In life 
we are in death, Mr. Snob. Does Lady Snobbington bear the 
deprivation well ?" 

^* Why, zeaUy Ma'am, I — I don t know," I replied, more and more 
oonfosed. 

As she was speaking I heard a sort of eloop^ by which well-known 
sound I was aware that somebody was opening a bottle of wine, and 
Ponto entered, in a huge white neckcloth, and a rather shabby black 
Bait. 

^' My love," Mrs. Major Ponto aaid to her husband ; " we were 
talking oi our cousin — ^poor dear Lord Rubadub. His death has 
placed some of the first families in England in mourning. Does Lady 
Rubadub keep the house in Hill Street, do you know ? " 

I didn't know, but I said, ^' I believe she does," at a venture ; and, 
looking down on the drawing-room table» saw the inevitable, abomi- 
nable, maniacal, absurd, disgusting Peerage^ open on the table, inter 
leaved with annotations, and open at the articb Snobbington." 

'^ Dinner is served," says Stripes, flinging open the door ; and I 
gave Mrs. Major Ponto my arm. 



?i 



THE SKOBS OP EKGLAMI. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

A VISIT TO SOME COUNTRY BNOBB. 

F the dinner to vhkh 
we now Bate down, 
I am not going to 
be a severe critic. 
The mahogany I 
hold to he inviola- 
ble; but this I will 
say, that I prefer 
Sherry to Mars^ 
wbon I can get it, 
and the latter was 
the wine of which 
1 have no doubt I 
heard the "cloop" 
jast before dinner. 
Nor was it parti- 
cularly good of [ta 
kind : however, 
Mkh. Major Ponto 
did not evidently 
know the diHer- 
,,^ e' ce, for she called 
the liquor Amon- 
tillado dnring the whole of the repast, and drank but half a glass of 
it, leaving the rest for the Major anil Ilia guest. 

Stripes whs in the livery of the Ponto family— a thought shabby 
bnt gorgeous in the extreme — lots of magnificent worsted lace, and 
livery buttons of a very notable size. The honest fellow's hands, I 
remarked, were very lai^ and black ; and a fine odour of the stable 
was wafted about the room as he moved to and fro in his m 
I should have preferred a clean maid-servant, bnt the 
Londoners are too acute perhaps on these subjects ; and a faitbfnl 
John, after all, i» more genteel. 



A VISIT TO SOME COUNTBY SNOBS. 93 

From the circumstance of the dinner heing composed of pig's-head 
mock-turtle soup, of pig's-fry and roast ribs of pork, I am led to 
imagine that one of Ponto's black Hampshires had been sacrificed 
a short time previous to my visit. It was an excellent and comfort- 
able repast ; only there tca« rather a sameness in it, certainly. I made 
a similar remark the next day. 

Daring the dinner Mrs. Ponto asked me many questions regarding 
the nobility, my relatives. '^ When Lady Angelina Skeoos would 
oome out ; and if the Countess, her Mamma, (this was said with 
much archness and he-he-ing) still wore that extraordinary purple 
hair dye ? " ^' Whether my Lord Guttlebury kept, besides his 
French chef, and an English cordon-bleu for the roasts, an Italian 
fbr the confectionary 1" '^ Who attended at Lady Clapferclaw's 
conversazioni?" and "Whether Sir John Champignons Thursday 
Mornings' were pleasant V ^^ Was it true that Lady Car abas, 
wanting to pawn her diamonds, found that they were paste, and that 
the Marquess had disposed of them beforehand V ^* How was it 
that Snuffin, the great tobacco merchant, broke off the marriage 
which was on the tapis between him and their second daughter ; and 
was it true that a mulatto lady came over from the Havanna and 
forbid the match ? " 

^^ Upon my word. Madam," I had begup, and was going on to say 
that I didn't know one word about all these matters which seemed so 
to interest Mrs. Major Ponto, when the Major, giving me a tread 
or stamp with his large foot under the table, said — 
. ** Come, come. Snob, my boy, we are all tiled, you know. We 
know you 're one of the fashionable people abuut lown : we saw your 
name at Lady Clapferclaw's soir^es^ and the Champignon break- 
fasts ; and as for the Rubadubs, of course, as relations — *' * * 

*' Oh, of course, I dine there twice a week," I said ; and then I 
remembered that my cousin, Humphry Snob, of the Middle Temple, 
is a great frequenter of genteel societies, and to have seen his name 
in the Morning Post at the tag end of several party lists. So, taking 
the hint, I am ashamed to say I indulged Mrs. Major Ponto with 
a deal of information about the first families in England, such as 
would astonish those great personages if they knew them* I described 
to her most accurately the three reigning beauties of last season at 
Almaok's: told her in confidence that His Grace the D — of 

\^ was going to be married the day after his Statue was put up : 

that His Grace the D — op D was also about to lead the 

fourth daughter of the Archduke Stephen to the hymeneal altar: — g 
and talked to her, in a word, just in the style of Mrs. Gore's lasi/ 
fiishionable novel. ^ - jC^ 
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Mius. Major was quite fascinated by this brilliant oonTeisation* 
She began to trot out seraps of French, just for all the world as they 
do in the novels ; and kissed het hand to me quite graciously, tellings 
me to come soon to cafiy, unff pu de Muiiek o salang — with which 
she tripped off like an elderly &iry. 

^^ Shall I open a bottle of Port, or do you ever drink sndi a thing 
as Hollands and water?" says PoirTO> looking ruefully at me. This 
was a very different style of thing to what I had been led to expect 
from him at our smoking-room at the Club : where he swaggers 
about his horses and his cellar ; imd slapping me on the shoulder 
used to say, '^ Come down to Mangel wurzelshire, Snob, my boy, and 
I *11 give you as good a day's shooting, and as good a glass of Claret as 
any in the county." — ^' Well," I said, ^' I liked Hollands much better 
than Port, and Gin even better than Hollands." This was lucky. 
It was Gin ; and Stbipes brought in hot water on a splendid plaited 
tray. 

The jingling of a harp and piano soon announced thai Mrs. 
PoNTo's ung pu de Mustek had conunenced^ and the smell of the 
stable again entering the dining-room, in the person of Stripes, sum- 
moned us to ecffy and the little concert. She beckoned me with a 
winning smile to the so£E^ on which she made room for me, and where 
we could command a fine view of the backs of the young ladies who 
were performing the musical entertainment. Very broad backs they 
were too, strictly according to the present mode, for crinoline or its 
substitutes is not an expensiye luxury, and young peofde in the 
country can afford to be in the fiuhion at yeiy trying chaiges. 
Miss Emily Ponto at the piano, and her sister Maria at that some- 
what exploded inatrument, the harp, were in light blue dresses that 
looked all flounce and spread out like Mr. Green's balloon when 
inflated. 

^^ Brilliant touch Emilt ha»-*-what a fine arm Maria's Is," Mrs. 
PoNTo remarked good-naturedly, pointing out the merits of her 
daughters, and waving her own arm in such a way as to show that 
she was not a little satisfied with the beauty of that member. I 
observed she had about nine bracelets and bangles, consisting of chains 
and padlocks, the Major's miniature, and a variety of brass serpents 
with fiery ruby or tender turquoise eyes, writhing up to her elbow 
almost, in the most profuse contortions. 

^' You recognise those polkas ? They were played at Devonshire 
House on the 2Srd of July, the day of the grand fete?" So I said 
yes — I knew 'em quite intimately ; and began wagging my head as if 
in acknowledgment of those old Mends. 

When the performance was concluded, I had the felicity of a 
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presentation and convenation with the two tall and scsraggy Mum 
PoNTOs ; and Miss Wirt, the govemeaa, sate dowa to entertain us with 
variations on ^' Sich a gettin' up stairs." They were detennined to 
he in the fashion. 

For the peifonnanoe of the ^' Gettin' up Stairs," I have no oth^ 
name but that It was a ^uHner. First Miss Wibt, with great 
delifoeratioa, played the original and beauttful melody, cutting it, 
as it were, out of the instrument, and firing off each note so kud, 
clear, and sharp, that I am sure Stripes must have heard it in 
the stable. 

^^ What a finger!" says Mrs. Ponto ; and indeed it was a finger, 
as knotted as a turkey's drumstick, and splaying all over the piano. 
When she had banged out the tune slowly, she began a different 
maimer of ^^ Gettin' up Stairs," and did so with a fury and swiftness 
quite incredible. She spun up stairs; she whirled up stairs; she 
galloped up stairs ; she rattled up stairs ; and then, having got the 
tune to the top landing, as it were, she hurled it down again shrieking 
to the bottom floor, where it sank in a craedi as if exhausted by the 
breathless rapidity of the descent. Then Miss Wirt pli^ed the 
^' Gettin' up Stairs" with the most pathetic and ravishing solemnity : 
plaintive moans and sobs issued from the keys^— you wept and 
trembled as you were gettin' up stairs. Miss Wirt's hands seemed 
to faint and wail and die in variations : again, and she went up with 
a savage clang and rush of trumpets, as if Miss Wirt was storming 
a breach ; and although I knew nothing of music, as I sate and 
listened with my mouth open to this wonderful display, my cqffy 
grew cold, and I wondered the windows did not crack and the 
chandelier start out of the beam at the sound of this earthquake of a 
piece of music. 

^^ Glorious creature I Isn't she ?" said Mrs. Ponto. '^ Squirtz's 
&vourite pupil — inestimable to have such a creature. Ladt Cara- 
bas would give her eyes for her ! A prodigy of accomplishments ! 
Thank you, Miss Wirt !" — and the young ladies gave a heave and 
a gasp of admiration — a deep-breathing gushing sound, such as you 
hear at church when the sermon comes to a full stop. 

Miss Wirt put her two great double-knuckled hands round a waist 
of her two pupils, and said,^^ My dear children, I hope you will be 
able to play it soon as well as your poor little governess. When I 
lived with the Dunsinanbs, it was the dear Duchess's favourite, and 
Lai>t Barbara and Lady Jane Mo Beth learned it. It was while 
hearing Jane play that, I remember, that dear Lord Castletoddy 
first fell in love with her ? and though he is but an Irish Peer, with 
not more than fifteen thousand a year, I persuaded Jane to have him. 



96 THE SNOBS OF ENGLAND. 

Do you know Castletoddy, Mr. Snob? — ^round towers — sweet 
place — County Mayo. Old Lord Castletoddy (the present Lord 
was then Lord Inishowan) was a most eccentric old man — ^they say 
he was mad. I heard his Royal Highness the poor dear Duke of 
Sussex — (such a man, my dears, but alas ! addicted to smoking !) — 
I heard his Royal Highness say to the Marquis of Anolesea, ^ I am. 
sure Castletoddy is mad !' but Inishowan wasn't, in marrying my 
sweet Jane, though the dear child had but her ten thousand pounds 
pour tout potage ! " 

" Most invaluable person,*' whispered Mrs. Major Ponto to me. 
^^ Has lived in the very highest society :" and I, who have been 
accustomed to see governesses bullied in the world, was delighted to 
find this one ruling the roast, and to think that even the majestic 
Mrs. Ponto bent before her. 

As for my pipe, so to speak, it went out at once. I hadn't a word 
to say against a woman who was intimate with every Duchess in the 
Red Book. She wasn t the rose-bud, but she had been near it. She 
had rubbed shouldei's with the great, and about these we talked all 
the evening incessantly, and about the fashions, and about the Court, 
until bed-time came. 

'' And are there Snobs in this Elysium ? " I exclaimed, jumping 
into the lavender-perfumed bed. Ponto's snoring boomed from the 
neighbouring bed-room in reply. 



OH BOllE GOUKTBY SHOBa. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

OK SOME CODNTRT BNOBS. 



OHBTHiHfi like & journAl of the 
proceedings of the Erergreena may 
be interesting to those foreign 
readers of Punch, vbo want to 
know the customs of an English 
gentleman's lamily and household. 
There's plenty of time to keep 
the Journal. Piano strumming 
begins at six o'clock in the morn- 
ing; it lasts till breakfast, with 
bnt a minnte's inlennission, when 
the instrument changes hands, and 

t Miss Emilv practises in place of 

' her sister, Miss Mabia. 

In fact, the confounded instm- 
ment never stops : when the yonng 
ladies are at their lessons, Miss 
Wirt hammers away at those stnn- 
ning variations, and keeps her mag- 
nificent finger in ezeicisc. 



I asked this great creature in what other branches of edacation she 
iostmcted her pnpils 7 " The modem janguages," says she modestly, 
*' French, German, Spanish, and Italian, Latin and the rudiments of 
Greek if desired. English of course ; the practice of Elocution, Geo- 
graphy and Astronomy, and the Use of the Globes, Algebra, (but only 
as for as quadratic eq^uations) ; for a poor ignorant female, you know, 
Mr. Snob, cannot be expected to know everything. Ancient and 
Modem History no young woman can be without; and of these J 
make my beloved pupils perfect taittrettea. Botany, Geology, and 



Minei^ogy, I consider as amusements. And with these I assure yon 
we manage to pass the dajB at the Evergreens not unpleasantly." 

Only these, thought I — what an education ! But I looked in one 
of MiBs Ponto'h moDttscript song-booka and found fi*e feultsof French 
in four words; and iu a waggish mood asking Miss Wirt whether 
Dantb Algibrv was so called because he was bom at Algiers! 
received a smiling answer in the affirmative, which made me rather 
doubt about the accuracy of Miss Wiht's knowledge. 



^Fhen the above little morning occupations are concluded, these 
unfortunate young women perform what they call Callisthenic Exer- 
cises in the garden. I saw them to-day, without any crinoline, 
pulling the garden roller. 

Dear Mita.PoNTOwasin fbe garden too, and as limp as her daugh- 
ters; in a &ded bandeau of hair, in a battered bonnet, in a holland 
pinafore, in pattens, on a broken chair, snipping leaves off a vine. 
Mrs. Ponio measures many yards about in an evening. Ye Heavens ! 
what a guy she is in that skeleton morning costume ! 

Besides Stbipes, they keep a boy called Thouab or Tvmmus. 
TuMHUs works in the garden or about the pigstye and stable ; Thouab 
wears a page's costume of eruptive buttons, as thus : — 



When anybody calls, and Stripes is out of the way, Tummts flings 
himself like mad into Tbohab's clotbets and comes out metamorphosed 
like Harlequin in the pantomime. To-day, as Mrs. P. was cutting 
the grape-vine, as the young ladies were at the roller, down comes 
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TuuHus like a roaring viiirlwind, with " Miuns, Uiaaus, there's 
company coomin ! " Away skiuiy the young ladies ftom the roller, 
down comeB Mna. P. from the old chair, off flies Tummub to change 
hlB clothes, and in an incredibly short space of time Sin John 
Hawbuck, my Ladv Hawbuck, and Masfea Hush Hawbuck are 
introduced into the garden with brazen effrontery by Thomas, who 
says, " Please Sir Jan and my Lady to wallc this year way : I toww 
M inuH is in the roH-garden." 
And there, sore enough, she was 1 



In a pretty little garden bonnet, with beaatiiiil curling ringlets, with 
the smutest of aprons and the freshest of pearl-coloured gloves, this 
nan was in the arms of het dearest Lapv Hawbuck. 
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^^ Dearest Lady Hawbuck, how good of you ! Always among my 
flowers ! can't live away from them ! " 

** Sweets to the sweet ! hum — aha-— haw !" says Sir John Haw- 
buck, who piques himself on his gallantry, and says nothing without 
*' a-hum — a-ha — a-haw !" 

*' Whereth yaw pinnafaw V cries Master Hugh, " We thaw you 
in it, over the waU, didn't we. Pa?" 

" Hum — a-ha — ^a-haw !" burst out Sir John, dreadfully alarmed, 
" Where 's Ponto ? Why wasn't he at Qaarter Sessions? How are 
his birds this year, Mrs. Ponto — ^have those Carabas pheasants done 
any harm to your wheat ? a-hum — ^a-ha — a-haw ! " and all this 
while he waa making the most ferocious and desperate signals to his 
youthful heir. 

^' Well, she wath in her pinnafsiw, wathn't she Ma ? '^ says Huou, 
quite unabashed ; which question Lady Hawbuck turned away with 
a sudden query regarding her dear, darling daughters, and the en/arU 
terrible was removed by his father. 



" I hope you weren't disturbed by the music," Ponto says. *'My 
girls, you know, practise four hours a-day, you know — must do it, you 
know — absolutely necessary. As for me, you know I 'm an early 
man, and in my farm every morning at five — no, no laziness for me." 

The facts are these. Ponto goes to sleep directly after dinner on 
entering the drawing-room, and wakes up when the ladies leave off 
practice at ten. From seven till ten, and from ten till five, is a very 
fair allowance of slumber for a man who says he 's not a lazy man. 
It is my private opinion, that when Ponto retires to what is called his 
'* Study," he sleeps too. He locks himself up there daily two hours 
with the newspaper. 



I saw the Hawbuck scene out of the Study which commands the 
garden. It 's a curious object, that Study. Ponto's library mostly 
consists of boots. He and Stripes have important interviews here of 
mornings, when the potatoes are discussed, or the fate of the calf 
ordained, or sentence passed on the pig, &c. All the major s bills are 
docketted on the Study table and displayed like a lawyer's briefs. 
Here, too, lie displayed his hooks, knives, and other gardening irons, 
his whistles, and strings of spare buttons. He has a drawer of endless 
brown paper for parcels, and another containing a prodigious and 
never-failing supply of string. What a man can want with so many 
gig-whips I can never conceive. These, and fishing-rods, and landing- 
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nets, and spurs, and boot-trees, and balls for horses, and surgical 
implements for tbe same, and favourite pots of shiny blacking, with 
which he paints his own shoes in the most elegant manner, and buck- 
skin gloves stretched out on their trees, and his gorget, sash, and ^bre 
of the Horse Marines, with his boot-hooks underneath in a trophy ; 
and the family medicine-chest, and in a comer the veiy rod with 
which he used to whip his son, Wellesley Ponto, when a boy 
(Wellbsley never entered the " Study" but for that awful purpose) — 
all these, with Mogg^s Road Book^ the Gardeners Chronicle^ and a 
backgammon board, form the Major's library. Under the trophy 
there 's a picture of Mrs. Ponto, in a light-blue dress and train, and 
no waist, when she was first married ; a fox's brush lies over the frame, 
and serves to keep the dust off that work of art. 

*' My library 's small," says Ponto, with the most amazing impu- 
dence, " but well selected, my boy- — ^well selected. I have been reading 
the History of England all the morning." 



! SHOBB OF EHOLASD. 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

A VISIT TO SOME COUNTRY SNOBS. 

TTTE liad the fish, %Thich, as the kind reader may Temember, I had 
' ' brought down in a delicate attention to Mrs. Ponto, to Tariegate 
the repeat of next day; and cod and ouster sauce, twice Idd, salt ood 
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and scolloped oystexs^ formed ports of the bill of fare ; until I began to 
fancy that the Ponto &mily, like oar late revered monarch Gkorge II. , 
had a fancy for stale fish. And about this time the pig being con- 
sumed, we began upon a sheep. 

But how shall I forget the solemn splendour of a second course, 
which was served up in great state by Stripes in a sUver dish and 
cover, a napkin twisted round his dirty thumbs ; and consisted of a 
landrail, not much bigger than a corpulent sparrow. 

^' My love, will you take any game 1 " says Ponto, with prodigious 
gravity ; and stuck his fork into that little mouthful of an island in 
the silver sea. Strifes, too, at intervals, dribbled out the Marsala 
with a solemnity which would have done honour to a Duke's butler. 
The Barmecide's dinner to Shacabao was only one degree removed 
from these solemn banquets. 

As there were plenty of pretty country places close by ; a com- 
fortable country town, with good houses of gentlefolks ; a beautiful 
old parsonage, close to the <^urch whither we went, (and where the 
Carabas family have their ancestral carved and monumented gothic 
pew) and every appearance of good society in the neighbourhood, 
T rather wondered we were not enlivened by the appearance of some 
of the neighbours at the Evergreens, and asked about them. 

" We can t in our position of life — we can't well associate with the 
attorney's family, as I leave you to suppose," said Mrs. Ponto, con- 
fidentiidly. ^' Of course not," I answered, though I didn't know why. 
** And the Doctor?" said I. 

'' A most excellent worthy creature," says Mrs. P., " saved Maria's 
life — ^really a learned man ; but what can one do in one's position ? 
One may ask one's medical man to one's table certainly : but hia family, 
my dear Mr. Snob !" 

'' Haifa dozen little gallipots," interposed Miss Wirt, the governess: 
he, he, he ! and the young ladies laughed in chorus. 

" We only live with the country families/' Miss Wirt * continued, 
tossing up her head. '^ The Duke is abroad : we are at feud with the 
Carabases; the Rinowoods don't come down till Christmas: in 
&ct, nobody 's here till the hunting season — ^positively nobody." 

'^ Whose is the large red house just outside of the town 1" 

^'What! the chdteatt-calicot ? he, he, he! That purse-proud 
ex-linendraper, Mr. Yardley, with the yellow liveries, and the wife 

* I have since heard that this aristocratic lady's father was a Uvery-hutton maker in 
St. Martin's Lane : vrhere he met with misfortunes, and his daughter acquired her taste 
for heraldry. But it may be told to hor credit, that out of her earnings she has kept the 
bed-ridden old bankrupt in great comfort and secrecy at Pentonville ; and furnished her 
brother's outfit for the Cadetsbip which her patron, Lord Swioolbbioolb, gave her 
when he was at the Board of Control. I have this information from a friend. To hear 
If ts^t Wirt herself, you would fancy that her Papa was a Rothschild, and that the 
markets of Europe were convulsed when he went into the Gazette, 
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in red velyet ? How can you, my dear Mr. Snob, be so satirical f 
The impertinence of those people is really something quite over- 
whelming." 

" Well, then there 's the parson, Doctor Chrysostom. He *s a 
gentleman, at any rate." 

At this Mrs. Ponto looked at Miss Wirt. After their eyes had 
met and they had wagged their heads at each other, they looked up 
to the ceiling. So did the young ladies. They thrilled. It was 
evident I had said something very terrible. Another black sheep in 
the Church ? thought I, with a little sorrow ; for I don't care to own 
that I have a respect for the cloth. ^' I — I hope there^s nothing 
wrong 1 " 

^' Wrong ? says Mrs. P. clasping her hands with a tragic air. 

'^ Oh ! " says Miss Wirt, and the two girls, gasping in chorus. 

*' Well," says I, " I 'm very sorry for it. 1 never saw a nicer- 
looking old gentlemen, or a better school, or heard a better sermon." 

" He used to preach those sermons in a surplice " hissed out Mrs. 
PoNTO. ** He 's A Puseyite, Mr. Snob." 

'' Heavenly powers ! " says I, admiring the pure ardour of these 
female theologians ; and Stripes came in with the tea. It 's so weak 
that no wonder Ponto's sleep isn't disturbed by it. 



Of mornings we used to go out shooting. We had Ponto's own 
fields to sport over (where we got the fieldfare), and the non-preserved 
part of the Hawbuck property : and one evening, in a stubble of 
Ponto's, skirting the Carabas woods, we got among some pheasants, 
and had some real sport. I shot a hen, I know, greatly to my delight. 
" Bag it," says Ponto, in rather a hurried manner, " here 's somebody 
coming." So I pocketed the bird. 

" You infernal poaching thieves ! " roars out a man from the 
hedge in the garb of a gamekeeper. " I wish I could catch you on 
this side of the hedge. I 'd put a brace of barrels into you, that I 
would." 

" Curse that Snapper," says Ponto, moving oflF; " he 's always 
watching me like a spy." 

" Carry ofi^the birds, you sneaks, and sell *em to London," roars the 
individu£d, who it appears was a keeper of Lord Carabas. " You '11 
get six shillings a brace for 'em." 

" You know the price of *em well enough, and so does your master 
too, you scoundrel," says Ponto, still retreating. 

" We kills 'em on our ground," cries Mr. Snapper. " We don't 
set traps for other people's birds. We 're no decoy ducks. We 're 
no sneaking poachers. We don't shoot 'ens, like that ere Cockney, 
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wlio^s got the tail of one a-sticking out of his pocket. Only just come 
across the hedge, that 's all." 

*' I tell you what," says Stbipes, who was out with us as keeper 
this day, (in fact he 's keeper, coachman, gardener, valet, and bailiff, 
"with TuMMus under him,) '^ if you *ll come across, John Snapper, 
and take your coat off, 1 'le give you such a wapping as you 've never 
had since the last time I did it at Guttlebury Fair." 

** Wap o^e of your own weight," Mr. Snapper said, whistling his 
dogs and disappearing into the wood. And so we came out of this 
controversy rather victoriously ; but I began to alter my preconceived 
ideas of rural felicity. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 



ON SOME COUNTRY SNOBS. 

E hanged to your aristocrats ! " PoNTo'said, in some 
conversation we had regarding the family at 
Carabas, between whom and the Evergreens 
there was a feud, — *' When I first came into the 
County — it was the year before Sir John Buff 
contested in the Blue interest — the Marquis, 
then Lord St. Michaels, who, of course, was 
Orange to the core, paid me and Mrs. Ponto 
such attentions, that I fairly confess I was taken 
in by the old humbug, and thought that I^d 
met with a rare neighbour. 'Gad, Sir, we used 
to get pines from Carabas, and pheasants from 
Carabas, and it was — * Ponto, when will you 
come over and shoot?* — and — 'Ponto, our 
pheasants want thinning,* — ^and My Lady would 
insist upon her dear Mrs. Ponto coming over 
to Carabas to sleep, and put me I don't know to 
what expense for turbans and velvet gowns for 
my wife's toilette. Well, Sir, the election takes place, and though I 
was always a Liberal, personal friendship of course induces me to 
plump for St. Michaels, who comes in at the head of the polL 
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Next year, Mrs. P. inabts upon going to town — ^with lodgings In 
Clarges Street at ten pounds a week, with a hired Brougham, and 
new dresses for herself and the girls, and the deuce and all to pay. 
Our first cards were to Carabas House ; my Lady's are returned by a 
great big flanky ; and I leave you to fency my poor Betsy's discom- 
fiture as the lodging-house maid took in the cards, and Ladt St. 
MicHAEfiS drives away, though she actually saw us at the drawing- 
room window. Would you believe it, Sir, that though we called four 
times afterwards those infernal aristocrats never returned our visit ; 
that though Ladt St. Michaels gave nine dinner'rparties and four 
d/Jeiiners that season, she never asked us to one ; and that she cut us 
dead at the Opera, though Betsy was nodding to her the whole night. 
We wrote to her for tickets for Almaok's ; she writes to say that all 
hers were promised ; and said, in the presence of Wiggins, her lady's- 
maid, who told it to Dioos, my wife's woman, that she couldn't 
conceive how people in our station of life could so far forget themselves 
as to wish to appear in any such place ! Gro to Castle Carabas ! I 'd 
sooner die than set my foot in the house of that impertinent, insolvent, 
insolent jackanapes — and I hold him in scorn ! " After this, Ponto 
gave me some private information regarding Lord Carabas's pecu- 
niary affairs ; how he owed money all over the County ; how Jukes 
the carpenter was utterly ruined and couldn't get a shilling of his bill ; 
how BiQQS the butcher hanged himself for the same reason ; how the 
six big footmen never received a guinea of wages, and Snaffle, the 
state coachman, actually took off his blown-rglass whig of ceremony 
and flung it at Lady Cararas's feet on the Terrace before the Castle ; 
all which stories, as they are private, X do not think proper to divulge. 
But these details did not stifle my desire to see the famous mansion 
of Castle Carabas, nay, possibly excited my interest to know more 
about that lordly house and its owners. 



At the entrance of the park, there are a pair of great gaunt mildewed 
lodges — ^mouldy Doric temples with black chimney-pots in the finest 
classic taste, and the gates of course, are surmounted by the Chats 
hotUs^ the well-known supporters of the Carabas family. '' Give the 
lodge-keeper a shilling," says Ponto, (who drove me near to it in his 
four-wheeled cruelty-chaise), " I warrant it's the first piece of ready 
money he has received for some time." ^ I don't know whether there 
was any foundation for this sneer, but the gratuity was received with 
a curtsey, and the gate opened for me to enter. " Poor old porteress !" 
says I, inwardly, " You little know that it is the Historian of Snobs 
whom you let in ?" The gates were passed. A ^amp green stre'tcE of 
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park spread right and left immeasurably, confined by a chilly gray 
wall, and a damp long straight road between two huge rows of moist, 
dismal lime-trees, leads up to the Castle. In the midst of the park 
is a great black tank or lake, bristling over with rushes, and here and 
there covered over with patches of pea-soup. A shabby temple rises 
on an island In this delectable lake, which is approached by a rotten 
barge that lies at roost In a dilapidated boat-house, Clumps of elms 
and oaks dot over the huge green flat. Every one of them would have 
been down long since, but that the Marquis is not allowed to cut 
the timber. 

Up that long avenue the Snobographer walked in solitude. At thie 
8eTenty-.ninth tree on the left-hand side, the insolvent butcher hanged 
himself. I scarcely wondered at the dismal deed, so woful and sad 
were the impressions connected with the place. So for a milerand-a-t 
half I walked — ^alone and thinking of death.^ 

I forgot to say the house is in full view all the way — except when 
intercepted by the trees on the miserable island in the lake — an 
enormous red^brick mansion, square, vast, and dingy. It is flanked by 
four stone towers with weathercocks. In the midst of the grand 
facade is a buge Ionic portico, approached by a vast, lonely, ghastly 
staircase. Hows of black windows framed in stone, stretch on either 
side, right and left — three stories and eighteen windows of a row. 
You may see a picture of the palace and staircase, in the Views of 
England and Wales, with four carved and gilt can-iages waiting at the 
gravel walk, and several parties of ladies and gentlemen in wigs and 
hoops, dotting the fatiguing lines of the stairs, 

But these stairs are made in great houses for people not to ascend. 
The first Lady Carabas, (they are but eighty years in the peerage) 
if she got out of her gilt coach in a shower, would be wet to the skin 
before she got half-way to the carved Ionic portico, where four dreary 
statues of Peace, Plenty, Piety and Patriotism, are the only sentinels. 
You enter these palaces by back doors. *' That was the way the 
Carabases got their peerage," the misanthropic Ponto said after 
dinner. 

Well — T rang the bell at a little low side-door ; it clanged and jingled 
and echoed for a long long while, till at length a face, as of a house- 
keeper, peered through the door, and, as she saw my hand in my 
waistcoat pocket, opened it. Unhappy, lonely, housekeeper, I thought. 
Is Miss Crusoe in her island more solitary ? The door clapped to, 
and I was in Castle Carabas. 

" The side entrance and All," says the housekeeper. *' The halliga- 
tor hover the mantelpiece was brought home by Hadmiral St. 
Michaels, when a Capting with Lord Hanson. The harms on the 
cheers is the harms of the Carabas family." Tlie hall was rather 
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comfortable. We went dappiDg up a clean stone back-stair, and tben 
into a back passage cheerfully decorated with ragged light-green 
kidderminster, and issued upon 

^' THE GREAT ALL." 



**The great all is seventy-two feet in lenth, fifty-six in breath, 
and thirty-eight feet 'igh. The carvings of the chimlies, representing 
the buth of Venus, and Ercules, and Eyelash, is by Van Chisluh, 
the most famous sculpture of his hage and country. The ceiling, by 
Calihanco, represents Painting, Harchitecture and Music, (the naked 
female figure with the barrel horgan) introducing George, fust Lord 
C arabas, to the Temple of the Muses. The winder ornaments is by 
Vanderputty. The floor is Patagonian marble ; and the chandelier 
in the centre was presented to Lionel, second Marquis, by Lewy the 
Sixteenth, whose ead was cut hoff in the French Revelation. We 
now henter 



"the south gallery," 



*' One undred and forty-eight in lenth by thirty-two in breath ; it 
is profusely homaminted by the choicest works of Hart. Sir Andrew 
Katz, founder of the Carabas family and banker of the Fringe of 
HoRANGE, Kneller. Hct prcseut Ladyship, by Lawrence. Lord 
St. Michaels, by the same — he is represented sittin on a rock in 
velvit pantaloons. Moses in the bullrushes — ^the bull very fine, by 
Paul Potter. The toilet of Venus, Fantaski. Flemish Bores 
drinking, Van Ginnums. Jupiter and Europia, de Horn. The 
Grandj unction Canal, Venis, by Candleetty ; and Italian Bandix, by 
Slavata Rosa." — And so this worthy woman went on, from one 
room into another, from the blue room to the green, and the green to 
the grand saloon, and the grand saloon to the tapestiy closet, cackling 
her list of pictures and wonders ; and furtively turning up a comer of 
brown hoUand to show the colour of the old faded, seedy, mouldy, 
dismal hangings. 

At last we came to her Ladyship's bed-room. In the centre of this 
dreary apartment there is a bed about the size of one of those whizgig 
temples in which the Genius appears in a pantomime. The huge gilt 
edifice is approached by steps, and so tall, that it might be let off in 
floors, for sleeping-rooms for all the Carabas family. An awful bed ! 
jj A murder might be done at one end of that bed, and people sleeping 
^ at the other end be ignorant of it. Gracious powers! fancy little 
Lord Carabas in a night-cap ascending those steps after putting out 
the candle ! 

The sight of that seedy and solitary splendour was too much for 
me. I should go mad were I that lonely housekeeper — in those 
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enormous galleries — ^in that lonely library, filled up with ghastly folios 
that nobody dares read, with an inkstand on the centre table like the 
coffin of a baby, and sad portraits staring at you from the bleak walls 
with their solemn mouldy eyes. No wonder that Carabas does not 
come down here often. It would require two thousand footmen to 
make the place cheerful. No wonder the coachman resigned his wig, 
that the masters are insolvent, and the servants perish in this huge 
dreary out-at-elbow place. 

A single &mily has no more right to build itself a temple of that s/ 
sort than to erect a tower of Babel. Such a habitation is not decent /^ 
for a mere mortal man. But after all I suppose poor Carabas had no' 
choice. Fate put him there as it sent Napoleon to St. Helena. 
Suppose it had been decreed by Nature that you and I should be 
Marquises 1 We wouldn't refuse, I suppose, but take Castle Carabas 
and all, with debts, duns, and mean makeshifts, and shabby pride, and 
swmdling magnificence. 

Next season, when I read of Lady Carabas s splendid entertain- 
ments in the Morning Post^ and see the poor old insolvent cantering 
through the Park — I shall have a much tenderer interest in these 
great people than I have had heretofore. Poor old shabby Snob ! 
Ride on and fancy the world is still on its knees before the house of 
Carabas ! Give yourself airs, poor old bankrupt Magnifico, who are 
nnd^r money-obligations to your flunkies ; and must stoop so as to 
swindle poor tradesmen ! And for us, O my brother Snobs, oughtn*t 
we to feel happy if our walk through life is more even, and that we 
are out of the reach of that surprising arrogance and that astounding 
meanness to which this wretched old victim is obliged to mount and 
descend* 
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Newmarket. Nobody was ever known to be *' too much " for him : 
at play or in the stable. 

AlthoQgh his grandfather makes him a moderate allowance, by the 
aid of post-obits and convenient friends he can live in a splendour 
becoming his rank. He has not distinguished himself in the knocking 
down of policemen much ; he is not big enough for that« But, as a 
light-weight, his akill is of the Tery highest order. At billiards he is 
said to be first-rate. He drinks and smokes as much as any two of 
the biggest officers in his regiment. With such high talents^ who can 
say how far he may not go I He may take to politics as a delass&nBrUy 
and be Prime Minister after Lord George Bentinck. 

My young friend WEixBSTiBV Ponto is a gaunt and bony youth, 
with A pale face profusely blotched. From his continually pulling 
something on his chin, I am led to fimcy that he belieres he has what 
Is called an Imperial growing there. ^Thi^t ia not the only tuft that h^ 
hunted in the family , tythe way.^ He can^t, of course, indulge in'tliose 
expensive amusements wfiicn render his aristocratic comrade so 
respected : he bets pretty freely when he is in cash, and rides when 
somebody mounts him (for he can't afford more them his regulation 
chaigers). At drinking he is by no means inferior ; and why do you 
think he brought his noble friend, Lord Gules, to the Evergreens ?-— 
Why? because he intended to ask his mother to order his father to 
pay his debts, which she couldn't refuse before such an exalted 
presence. Young Ponto gave me all this information with the most 
engaging frankness. We are old friends. I used to tip him when he 
was at school. 

^' Gad ! " says he^ ^' our wedgment ^s so doothid exthpenthl£^ .M«t 
hun t ; j f uu kltu w , "Aman cmil?11i'tiit« In fhe wedgment if he didn't. 
Mess expenses enawmuth. Must dine at mess. Must drink cham- 
pagne and claret. Our s aint a port and sherry light-infantry mess. 
Uniform 's awfuL Fitzstultz, our Colonel, will have 'em so. Must 
be a distinction, you know. At his own expense Fitzstultz altered 
the plumes in the men s caps (you called them shaving-brushes, 
Snob, my boy : most absurd and unjust that attack of yours, by the 
way) ; that altewation alone cotht him five hundred pound. The year 
be&w latht he horthed the wegiment at an immenthe expenthe, and 
we 're called the Queen'th Own Pyebalds from that day. Ever theen 
nth on pawade ? The Empewab Nioholath burtht into tearth of 
envy when he thaw uth at Windthor. And you see," continued my 
young friend, '' I brought Gules down with me, as the Governor is 
Very sulky about shelling out, just to talk my mother over, who can 
do anything with him. Gules told her that I was Fitzstultz*s 
favourite of the whole regiment ; and, Gad ! she thinks the Horse 
Guards will give me my troop for nothing ! and he humbugged the 
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Governor that I was the greatest screw in the army. Amt it a good 
dodge ? " 

With this Wellbsley left me to go and smoke a cigar in the 
stables with Lord Gules, and make merry over the cattle there, 
under Stripes's superintendence. Young Ponto laughed with his 
friend, at the venerable four-wheeled cruelty *chaise ; but seemed 
amazed that the latter should ridicule still more an ancient chariot of 
the build of 1824, emblazoned immensely with the arms of the Pontos 
and the Snailbys, from which latter distinguished family Mrs. 
Ponto issued. 

I found poor Pon. in his study among his boots, in such a rueful 
attitude of despondency, that I could not but remark it. '^ Look at 
that ! " says the poor fellow, handing me over a document. ^' It 'a the 
second change in un^orm since he 's been in the army, and yet there's 
no extravagance about the lad. Lord Gules tells me he is the most 
careful youngster in the regiment, God bless him ! fiut look at that ! 
by Heaven, Snob, look at that, and say how can a man of nine hun- 
dred keep out of the Bench ? " He gave a sob as he handed me the 
paper across the table ; and his old face, and his old corduroys, and 
his shrunk shooting-jacket, and his lean shanks, looked, as he spoke^ 
more miserably haggard, bankrupt, and threadbare. 

LietU. WeUealey Ponto, I20th QueefuCs Ovm Pyehald ffussa/rsy 

To Kiwpf and Stecknadd, 

Conduit Street, London, 

£ 8. d. 

Dress Jacket, richly laced with gold . . . 35 

Ditto Pelisse ditto, and trimmed with sable . 60 

Undress Jacket, trimmed with gold . . . . 15 15 

Ditto Pelisse 30 

Dress Pantaloons . . . . . . . . 12 

Ditto Overalls, gOld lace on sides . . . .660 

Undress ditto ditto 5 5 

Blue Braided Frock 14 14 

Forage Cap , ..330 

Dress Cap, gold lines, plume and chain . . . 25 

Gold Barrelled Sash 11 18 

Sword . . . 11 11 

Ditto Belt and Sabretache 16 16 

Pouch and Belt 15 15 

Sword Knot 14 

Cloak 13 13 

Valise 3 13 6 

Regulation Saddle 7 17 6 

Ditto Bridle, complete 10100 

A Dress Housing, complete 30 

A pair Pistols 10 10 

A Black Sheepskin, edged . . . . . 6 18 ' 

347 9 
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That evening Mrs. Ponto and her fiunily made their darling 
Wellesley give a full, true, and particular account of eveiything 
that had taken place at Lord Fitzstultz*s ; how many servants 
waited at dinner; and how the ladies Schneider dressed; and what 
his Royal Highness said when he came down to shoot ; and who was 
there ? ^^ What a hlessing that hoy is to me ! " said she, as my pimple- 
faced young friend moved off to resume smoking operations with GuiiES 
in the now vacant kitchen ; — and poor Ponto's dreary and desperate 
look, shall I ever forget that ? 

O you parents and guardians ! O you men and women of sense in 
England ! O you legislators ahout to assemhle in Parliament ! read 
over that tailor s hill ahove printed — read over that ahsnrd catalogue 
of insane gimcracks and madman's tomfoolery — and say how are you 
ever to get rid of Snohhishness when society does so much for its 
education ? 

Three hundred and forty pounds for a young chap's saddle and 
hreeches ! Before George, 1 would rather he a Hottentot or a High- 
lander. We laugh at poor Jocko, the monkey, dancing in uniform ; 
or at poor Jeames, the flunkey, with his quivering calves and plush 
tights ; or at the nigger MiiRQuis of Marmalade, dressed out with 
sabre and epaulets, and giving himself the airs of a fleld-marshal. 
Lo ! is not one of the Queen's Pyehalds, in full fig, as great and foolish 
a monster ? 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

ON SOME COUNTfty SNOBS. 



it 1 last came that fortunate day at the ETergreeiiB, when I was to 
-^ be made acquainted vith some of the "conaty families" with 
whom only people of Ponto'b rank condescended to associate. And 
now, although poor Fonto had just been so cruelly made to bleed oa 
occasion of his son's new uniform, 
and thoDgh he was in the direst 
and most cut-throat spirits with 
an overdrawn account at the bank- 
er's, and other pressing evils of .ij 
poverty ; although a tenpenny ; \ 
bottle of Marsha and an awful h 
pardmony presided generally at 
his table, yet the poor fellow was 
obliged to assume the most frank 
and jovial air of cordiality ; and 
all the covers being removed from 
the hangings, and new dresses being 
procured for the young ladies, and 
the family plate being unlocked 
and disphiyed, the house and all 
within assumed a benevolent and 
festive appearance. The kitchen 
fires began to blaze, the good wine 
ascended from the cellar, a pro- 
fessed cook actually came over 
from Guttlebuty to compile culi- I 
nary abominations. Stripes was \] 
in a new coat, and so was Ponto, / 
for a wonder, and Tummus's but- / 

And all this to show off the 
little lord, thinks I. All this in honour of a stupid little eigarrified 
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Comet of dragoons, who can barely write his name, — while an em inent ^s 

Modjip^^BtA^JBgugalJgyfc J ilr ft «o »nr.hody j::dL8 ^ fpbbedJjJLjSBP* ccKF 

mutton and relays of pig. ^ Well, well : a martyrdom of cold mutton 
ifJWnBearaBle"'* I pardon Mrs. Ponto, frojB my heart I do, espe- 
cidly as I wouldn't turn out of the best bed-room, in spite of all her 
hints ; but held my ground in the chintz tester, vowing that Lord 
Gules, as a young man, was quite small and hardy enough to make 
himself comfortable elsewhere. 

The great Ponto party was a very august one. The Hawbucks 
came in their family coach, with the blood-red hand emblazoned all 
over it ; and their man in yellow livery waited in country fashion at 
table, only to be exceeded in splendour by the Hifsleys, the oppo- 
sition baronet, in light blue. The old Ladies Fitzague drove over 
in their little old chariot with the fat black horses, the fat coachman, 
the fat footman, — (why are dowagers' horses and footmen always 
fat ?) And soon after these personages had arrived, with their auburn 
fronts and red beaks and turbans, came the Honourable and 
Reverend Lionel Pettipois, who with General and Mrs. Sago, 
formed the rest of the party. ^' Lord and Lady Frederick 
HowLET were asked, but they have friends at Ivy bush," Mrs. Ponto 
told me ; and that very morning, the Castlehaggards sent an excuse, 
as her ladyship had a return of the quinsy. Between ourselves, Lady 
Castlehaogard's quinsy always comes on when there is dinner at 
the Evergreens. 

If the keeping of polite company could make a woman happy, 
surely laj kind hostess Mrs. Ponto was on that day a happy woman. 
Every person present (except the unlucky impostor who pretended 
to a connexion with the Snobbinoton Family, and General Sago, 
who had brought home I don't know how many lacs of rupees from 
India,) was related to the Peerage or the Baronetage. Mrs. P. had 
her heart's desire. If she had been an Earl's daughter herself, could 
she have expected better company ?— -and her family were in the 
oil-trade at Bristol, as all her friends very well know. 

What I complained of in my heart was not the dining — which, for 
this once, was plentiful and comfortable enough — ^but the prodigious 
dnlnes s of the talking part of the entertainment. O, my beloved 
n[)roth ^ ftaobs of the City, if we love each other no better than our 
country brethren, at least we amuse each other more ;. if we bore 
ourselves, we are not called upon to go ten miles to do it ! 

For instance, the Hipsleys came ten miles from the south, and the 
Hawbucks ten miles from the 'north, of the Evergreens; and were 
magnates in two different divisions of the County of Mangelwurzel- 

i2 
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shire. Hipslet, who is an old baronet, with a bothered estate, did 
not care to show his contempt for Hawbuck, who is a new creation, 
and rich. Hawbuck, on his part, gives himself patronising airs to 
General Sago, who looks upon the Pontos as little better than pau- 
pers. " Old Lady Blanche," says Ponto, " I hope will leave some- 
thing to her god-daughter — ^my second girl — we Ve all of us half- 
poisoned ourselves with taking her physic." 

Ladt Blanche and Lady Rose Fitzague have, the'first, a medical, 
and the second a literary turn. I am inclined to believe the former 
had a wet compresse around her body, on the occasion when I had the 
happiness of meeting her. She doctors everybody in the neighbour- 
hood, of which she is the ornament ; and has tried everything on her 
own person. She went into Court, and testified publicly her faith in 
St. John Long : she swore by Doctor Buchan, she took quantities 
of Gambouge's Universal Medicine, and whole boxfulls of Pabr^s 
Life Pills. She has cured a multiplicity of headaches by Squinstone's 
£yesnufif ; she wears a picture of Hahnemann in her bracelet and a 
lock of Priessnitz's hair in a brooch. She talked about her own 
complaints and those of her confidante for the time being, to every 
lady in the room successively, from our hostess down to Miss Wirt, 
taking them into comers, and whispering about bronchitis, hepatitis, 
St. Vitus, neuralgia, cephalalgia, and so forth. I observed poor &t 
Lacy Hawbuck in a dreadful alarm after some communication 
regarding the state of her daughter Miss Lucy Hawbuck s health, 
and Mrs. Sago turn quite yellow, and put down her third glass of 
Madeira, at a warning glance from Lady Blanche. 

Lady Rose talked literature, and about the book-club at Guttle- 
bury, and is very strong in voyages and travels. She has a pro- 
digious interest in Borneo, and displayed a knowledge of the history 
of the Punjaub and Kaffirland that does credit to her memory. Old 
General Sago, who sat perfectly silent and plethoric, roused up as 
from a lethargy when the former country was mentioned, and gave 
the company his story about a hog-hunt at Ramjugger. I observed , 
her ladyship treated with something like contempt her neighbour 
the Reverend Lionel Pettipois, a young divine whom you may 
track through the country by little "awakening" books at half-a- 
crown a hundred, which dribble out of his pockets wherever he goes. 
I saw him give Miss Wirt a sheaf of " The Little Washerwoman on 
Putney Common," and to Miss Hawbuck a couple of dozen of 
" Meat in the Tray; or, the Young Butcher-boy Rescued ;" and on 
paying a visit to Guttlebury gaol, I saw two notorious fellows waiting 
their trial there (and temporarily occupied with a game of cribbage) 
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to whom his Reverence offered a tract as he vea walking over 
Crackahins Common, and who robbed liim of his parse, umbrella. 



and cambric handkerchief, leaving him the tracls to distribute 
elsevrhere. 
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CHAPTER XXXT; 

L VISIT TO SOME t 



k\0 t HY^ dear Mr. Snob," said a, young lady of rank 
and fashion (to whom I present my best compli- 
ments), " if you found everytliing so snobbish at 
the Evergrecna, if the pig bored you and the 
mutton was not to your liking, and Mrs. Fonto 
waa a humbug, and M:sb Wibt a nuisance, with 
her abominable piano practice, — why did you 
stay so long?" 

Ah Miss, what a question ! Have you never 
heard of gallant British soldiers storming bat- 
teries, of doctors poeaing nights in plague words 
of lazarettos, and other instances of martyrd om ?_ 
.' \ _^^ What do you suppose induced g^iHeraen to 

' ^ walk two miles up to the batteries of Sobraon, 

with a hundred and fifty thundering guna bowl- 
ing them down by hundreds ? — not pleasure, surely. ^Vhat causes 
your respected father t« quit his comfortable home for his chambers, 
after dinner, and pore over the most dreary law papers until long past 
■^ midnight? Uuj^ Mademoiselle ; duty, which must be done alike by 
■^ military, or l^SJo'^ literary gents. There 's a power of martyrdom 

You won't belieye it ? Your rosy lips assume a smDe of incredulity 
— a moat naughty and odious expresuon in a yoang lady's face. Well 
then, the feet is, that my chambera, No. 24, Pump Court, Temple, 
were being painted by the Honourable Society, and Mrs. Slamkiii, 
my laundress, having occasion to go into Durham to see her daughter, 
who is married, and has presented her with the sweetest little grandson 
— a few weeks could not be better spent than in rusticating. But ah, 
how delightful Pump Court looked when I revisited its well-known 
chimney-pots ! Can luagi. Welcome, welcome, O fog and smut ! 

But if you think there is no moral in the foregoing account of the 
Pontine family, you are. Madam, most pwnfuUy mistaken. In this 
very cliapter we ate going to have the moral — why, the whole of the 
papers are nothing but the moral, setting forth as they do the folly of 
being a Snob. 
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Yon will remark that in the Country Snobography my poor friend 
PoNTO has been held up almost exdnsively for the public gaze — and 
vrhy ? Because we went to no other house ? Because other families 
did not welcome us to their mahogany ? No, no. Sib John Haw- 
buck of the Haws, Sir John Hipslky of Briary Hall, don't shut the 
gates of hospitality ; of Gknbbal Sago's Mulligatawny I could speak 
from experience. And the two old ladies at Guttlebury, were they 
nothing ? Do you suppose that an agreeable young dog who shall be 
nameless, would not be made welcome ? Don't you know that people 
are too glad to see anybody in the country ? 

But those dignified personages do not enter into the scheme of the 
present work, and are but minor characters of our Snob drama ; just 
as, in the play, kings and emperors are not half so important as many t 
humble persons. The Doge of Venice^ for instance, gives way toV 
Othello^ who is but a nigger; and the King of France to Falconbridg^'^ 
who is a gentleman of positively no birth at all. So with the exalted 
characters above mentioned. I perfectly well recollect that the claret 
at Hawbuck's was not by any means so good as that of Hxpsley's, 
while, on the contrary, some white hermitage at the Haws (by the 
way, the butler only gave me half a glass each time) wassupemacular. 
And I remember the conversations. Oh, Madam, Madam, how 
stupid they were ! The sub-soil ploughing ; the pheasants and poach- 
ing ; the row about the representation of the county ; the £abl of 
Manoelwubzelshibe being at variance with his relative and nominee, 
the Honoubable Marmadukb Tomnoddy; all these I could put 
down, had 1 a mind to violate the confidence of private life ; and a 
great deal of conversation about the weather, the Mangelwurzelshire 
Hunt, new manures, and eating and drinking, of course. 

But cui bono ? In these perfectly stupid and honourable families 
there is not that Snobbishness which it is our purpose to expose. An 
ox is an ox — a great, hulking, fiit-sided, bellowing, munching Beef. 
He ruminates according to his nature, and consumes his destined 
portion of turnips or oilcake, until the time comes for his disappearance 
from the pastures, to be succeeded by other deep-lunged and fat-ribbed 
animals. Perhaps we do not respect an ox. We rather acquiesce ^ \/ 
him. The Snob, my dear Madam, is the Frog that tries to swell Y 
himself to ox size. Let us pelt the silly brute out of his folly. 

Look, I pray you, at the case of my unfortunate friend Ponto, a 
good-natured, kindly English gentleman — not over-wise, but quite 
passable — fond of port-wine, of his family, of country sports and 
agriculture, hospitably minded, with as pretty a little patrimonial 
country house as heart can desire, and a thousand pounds a-year. 
It is not much ; but entre nous, people can live for less, and not 
uncomfortably. 
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For instance, there is the Doctor, whom Mrs. P. does not conde- 
scend to visit : that man educates a mirific family, and is loved by 
the poor for miles round ; and gives them port-wine for physic and 
medicine, gratis. And how those people can get on with their pittance, 
as Mrs. Ponto says, is a wonder to her. 

Again, there is the Clergyman, Doctor Chrysostom, — Mrs. P. 
says they quarrelled about Puseyism, but I am given to understand it 
was because Mrs. C. had the pas of her at the Haws — you may see 
what the value of his living is any day in the Clerical Guide ; but you 
don't know what he gives away. 

Even Pettipois allows that, in whose eyes the Doctor s surplice is 
a scarlet abomination ; and so does Pettipois do his duty in his way, 
and administer not onl^ his tracts and his talk, but his money and his 
means to his people. As a lord's son, by the way, Mrs. Ponto is 
uncommonly anxious that he should marry either of the girls whom 
Lord Gules does not intend to choose. 

Well, although Pons income would make up almost as much as 
that of these three worthies put together — O my dear Madam, see in 
what hopeless penury the poor fellow lives ! What tenant can look 
to his forbearance? What poor man can hope for his charity? 
'^ Master's the best of men," honest Stripes says, ^' and when we was 
in the ridgment, a more free-handed chap didn't live. But the way 
in which Missus du scryou, I wonder the young ladies is alive, that 
I du." 

They live upon a fine governess and fine masters, and have clothes 
made by Lady C arabas's own milliner ; and their brother rides with 
earls to cover ; and only the best people in the country visit at the 
Evergreens, and Mrs. Ponto thinks herself a paragon of wives and 
mothers, and a wonder of the world, for doing all this misery and 
humbug, and snobbishness, on a thousand a-year. 

What an inexpressible comfort it was, my dear Madam, when 
Stripes put my portmanteau in the four-wheeled chaise, and (poor 
PoN. being touched with sciatica) drove me over to the Carabas 
Arms at Guttlebury, where we took leave. There were some bagmen 
there, in the Commercial Room, and one talked about the house he 
represented; and another about his dinner, and a third about the 
Inns on the road, and so forth — a talk, not very wise, but honest and 
to the purpose — about as good as that of the country gentlemen : and 
Oh, how much pleasanter than listening to Miss Wirt*8 show-pieces 
on the piano, and Mrs. Ponto*s genteel cackle about the fashion and 
the county families ! 
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SNOBBIVM GATHSKUH. 



HEN 1 see the great efllect whictj 
these papera aie producing iJ 
an intelligent public, I have I 
strong hope, that before lonJ 
we shall have a regular Snobl 
department in the newspapers, 
juHt as we have the Police 
Courts and the Court News at 
present. When a flagiant case 
of bone-crushing or poor-law 
abuse occnrs in the world, who 
so eloquent as the 3Hmeg to 
point it out ? When a grosa 
instance of SnabbishneBB hap- 
pens, why shonld not the indig- 
nant journalist call the public 
attention to that delinquency 
too^ 

How, for instance, could that 
wonderful cose of the Earl op 
MANOELWDBEELand his brother 
be examined in the snobbish 
pomt of view^ Let ^one the 
hectoring, the bullying, the 
vapouring, the bad grammar, 
the mutual recriminations, lie- 

givings, challenges, reliaclions, 

* ' which abound in the fiafemal 

dispute — put out of the question these points as concerning the indi- 
vidual nobleman and his relative, with whose personal a&in we hare 
nothing to do — and connder how intimately corrupt, how habitually 
grovelling and mean, how entirely snobbish in a word, a whole 
county must be which can find no better chiefs or leaders than these 
two gentlemen. "We don't want," the great county of Mangel- 
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worzelshire aeemB to say, '' that a man should be able to write good 
grammar ; or that he should keep a Christian tongue in his head ; or 
that he should have the commonest decency of temper, or even a fair 
share of good sense, in order to represent us in Parliament. All we 
require is, that a man should be recommended to us by the Earl 
OP Manoelwurzblshirb. And all that we require of the £ari« of 
Manoklwuhzelshire is that he should have fifty thousand a year 
and hunt the country." O you pride of all Snobland! O you 
crawling, truckling, self-confessed lackeys and parasites ! 

/But thi8.,ia-.^Jowing;^too savage; don't let us for yet our^usut 
amenity "and that tone of playfulness and sentiment with which the. 
beloved reader and writer have pursued their mutual reflections 
hithertc^ Well, Snobbishness pervades the little Social Farce as we] 
as the great State Comedy ; and the self-^same moral is tacked to 
either. 

There was, for instance, an account in the papers of a young lady 
who, misled by a fortune-teller, actually went part of the way to 
India (as far as Bagnigge Wells, I think) in search of a husband who 
was promised her there. Do you suppose this poor deluded little soul 
would have left her shop for a man below her in rank, or for anything 
but a darling of a Captain in epaulets and a red coat ? It was her 
snobbish sentiment that misled her, and made her vanities a prey to 
the swindling fortune-teller. 

Case 2 was that of Mademoiselle deSacjorencje ^ the interesting 
young Frenchwoman with a profusion of jetty ringlets," who lived 
for nothing at a boarding-house at Grosport, was then conveyed to 
Fareham gratis : and being there, and lying on the bed of the good 
old lady her entertainer, the dear girl took occasion to rip open the 
mattress, and steal a cash-box, with which she fled to London. How 
would you account for the prodigious benevolence exercised towards 
the interesting young French lady ? Was it her jetty ringlets or her 
charming face — Bah ! Do ladies love others for having pretty faces 
and black hair ? — She said she was a relation o/Lokd de Sauorenoe : 
talked of her ladyship, her aunt, and of herself as a De Sauorb^ue. 
The honest boarding-house people were at her feet at once. Good 
honest simple lord-loving children of Snobland. 

Finally, there was the case of '' the Rioht Honourable Mr. 
Vernon," at York. The Right Honourable was the son of a noble- 
man, and practised on an old lady. He procured from her dinners, 
money, wearing apparel, spoons, implicit credence, and an entire refit 
of linen. Then he cast his nets over a family of father, mother, and 
daughters, one of whom he proposed to marry. The father lent him 
money, the mother made jams and pickles for him, the daughters vied 
with each other in cooking dinners for the Right Honourable — and 
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what was the end ? One day the traitor fled, with a tea-pot and a 
basket-full of cold yictualB. It was the '^ Right Honourable" which 
baited the hook which gorged all these greedy, simple, Snobs. Would 
they have been taken in by a commoner 1 What old lady is there, 
my dear sir, who would take in you and me, were we ever so ill to do, 
and comfort us, and clothe us, and give us her money and her silver 
forks 1 Alas and alas ! what mortal man that speaks the truth can 
hope for such a landlady ? And yet, all these instances of fond and 
credulous SnobbiBhness have occurred in the same week's paper, with 
who know, how numy score more? 

Just as we had concluded the above remarks comes a pretty little 
note sealed with a pretty little butterfly — ^bearing a northern post 
mark — ^and to the following efifect : — 

" Mr, Punchy " 19<A November. 

'^ Taking great interest in your Snob papers, we are very 
anxious to know under what class of that respectable fraternity you 
would designate us. 

^' We are three sisters, from seventeen to twenty-two. Our father 
ifi honestly and truly of a very good family (you will say it is Snobbish 
to mention that, but I wish to state the plain &ct) ; our maternal 
grandfather was an Earl.* * 

^ We can afibrd to take in a stamped edition of you^ and all 
Dickens' works as fast as they come out, but we do not keep such a 
thing as a Peerage or even a Baronetage in the house.f 

" We live with every comfort, excellent cellar, &c., &c., but as we 
cannot well afibrd a butler we have a neat table-maid (though our 
father was a military man, has travelled much, been in the best 
society,. <kc.) We haw a coachman and helper, but we don't put the 
latter into buttons, nor make them wait at table, like Stripes and 
TuMMus.j; 

*'*' We are just the same to persons with a handle to their name as 
to those without it. We wear a moderate modicum of crinoline,^ 
and are never limp || in the morning. We have good and abundant 
dinners on chiTia (though we have plated), and just as good when 
alone as with company. 

Now, my dear Mr. Punchy will you please give us a short answer 
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* The introdaction of Grandpapa is, I fear. Snobbish. 

t Bravo ! PunclCt Pocket Book is the thing, and these dear young hidiee shall have a 
presentation oopy. 

X That is, as you like. I don't object to buttons in moderation. 

§ Quite right. 

I Bless you ! 

% Snobbish; and I doubt whether you ought to dine as well when alone as with 
oompany. You wiU be getting too good dinners. . 
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in your next number, and I will be so much obliged to you. Nobody 
knows we are writing to you, not even our father ; nor will we ever 
tease* you again if you will only give us an answer — just for fun, 
now do ! 

^^ If you get as far as this, which is doubtful, you will probably 
fling it into the fire. If you do, I cannot help it ; but I am of a 
sanguine disposition, and entertain a lingering hope. At all events, I 
shall be Impatient for next Sunday, for you reach us on that day, and 
I am ashamed to confess, we cannot resist opening you in the carriage 
driving home from church. + 

'^ I remain, &c. &c., for myself and sisters. 
** £xcuse this scrawl, but I always write headlong "jj, 

^^ P. 8. You were rather stupid last week, don't you think ?§ We 
keep no gamekeeper, and yet have always abundant game for friends 
to shoot, in spite of the poaehers. We never write on perfumed paper 
— in short, I can't help thinking that if you knew us you would not 
think us Snobs." 

To this I reply in the following manner : — ** My dear young ladies, 
I know your post town : and shall be at church there the Sunday after 
next ; when, will you please to wear a tulip or some little trifle in 
your bonnets, so that I may know you ? You will recognise me and 
my dress — a quiet-looking young fellow, in a white top coat^ a crimson 
satin neckcloth, light blue trowsers, with glossy tipped boots, and aa 
emerald breast pin. I shall have a black crape roimd my white hat ; 
and my usual bamboo cane with the richly-gilt knob. I am sorry 
there will be no time to get up mustachios between now and next 
week. 

" From seventeen to two-and-twenty ! Ye gods ! what ages 1 Dear 
young creatures, I can see you all three. Seventeen suits me, as 
nearest my own time of life ; but mind, I don't say two-and-twenty is 
too old. No, no. And that pretty, roguish, demure, middle one. 
Peace, peace, thou silly little fluttering heart ! 

^^ You Snobs, dear young ladies ! I will pull any man s nose who 
says so. There is no harm in being of a good family. You can't help 
it, poor dears. What 's in a name ? What is in a handle to it ? I 
confess openly that I should not object to being a Duke myself; and 
between ourselves you might see a worse leg for a garter. 

You Snobs, dear little good-natured things, no ! — that is, I hope 
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♦ We like to be teaaed ; but tell Papa. 

t O, garters and stars ! what will Captain Gordon and Exeter Hall say to this ? 

t Dear little enthusiast I 

S You were neyer more mistaken, Miss, in your life. 
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not — I think not — I won't be too confident — none of na dionld be — 
that we are not Snobs. That reiy confidence savours of Brriigance, 
and to be arrogant ia to be a Snob. la all the social gradations from 
sneak to tyrant, nature haa placed a most wondrous and various pro- 
geny of Snobs. But are there no kindly natures, no tender hearts, uq, 
^boqIb humble, simple, and truth-Ioving?~Pi)flaer well on thTs question, 
Hweet young laSiES.- 'AUSIfyou can answer it, as no doubt you can — 
lucky are you — and lucky the respected Herr Papa, and lucky the 
three handsome young gentlemen who are about to become each 
others' brotheTS-in-law." 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

SNOBS AND HAKSIAGE. 

"Everybody of the mid- 
' die rank who walks 
through this life with 
a sympathy for hia 
companions on the 
same journey — at any 
rate, every man who 
has been jostling in 
the world for some 
three or four lustres 
— must make no end 
of melancholy reflec- 
, tiotts upon the fate of 
those victims whom 
- Society, that is, Snob- 
bishness, is immolat- 
ing every day. With 
_ jJig tyMid natu ral kindnaa s Snobbishness is perpetually 
Peopleofve notlie happy ibr fear of Snobs. People dare 
not love for fear of Snobs. People pine away lonely under the 
granny of &iobB. Honest khidly hearts dry up and die. Gallant 
generous lads, blooming with hearty youth, swdl into bloated old- 
bachelorhood, and burst and tumble over. Tender girls wither 
into shrunken decay, and perish solitaiy, from whom Snobbishness 



124 THE BS0B8 or ESSLAIIV. 

?)M eat off the oommon claim to h^ipincM and auction widt'^wbidt 
pfatufe Mtdowed lu all. Ky heart grows ad as I see the bliu- 
'deiii^tjTaiiiraliaiid]rwcirk. Ai I behold it I swtHl with dieap rage, 
' and glow with fnr^ agunst the Soob. Come down, 1 njr, thou. 
' iknlking dnllneas. Come down, thoa stnpid bullj, and gire up thy 
' bratal ghoat! And I arm myself with die sword and spew, sod 
! taking leave of my family, go ^ih to do battle with that hideous ogre 
I and giant, that bnital do^t in Snob Castle, who holds so nunygentte 
f hearts in tortnre and thraU. 

When PuruA is king, 1 declare there shall be no such thing as old 
maids and old bachelors. The Rbvebbnd Mb. Mai/thus shall be 
bnnied ammally, instead of Gdt Fawkss. Those who don't marry 
shall go into the workhouse. It shall be a ein for the poorest Dot to 
bare a pretty girl to love him> 



The above reflections came to mind after taking a walk with an old 
comrade, Jack Spiooot by name, who ie jnst passing into the state 
of old bachelorhood, after the manly and blooming youth in which I 
remember him> Jack was one of the handsomest fellows in England 



SNOBS AND MARRIAGE. 127 

when we entered together in the Highland Buffs ; but I quitted the 
Cuttykilts early, and lost sight of him for many years. 

Ah ! how changed he is from those days ! He wears a waistband 
now, and has beguif to dye his whiskers* His cheeks, which were red, 
are now mottled ; his eyes, once so bright and stedfast, are the colour 
of peeled plovers' eggs. 

'^ Are you married. Jack?" says I, remembering how consumedly 
in love he was with his oonsin Lettv Lovelace, when the Cuttykilts 
were quartered at Strathbungo some twenty years ago. 

^* Married ? no," says he. ^' Not money enough. Hard enough to 
keep myself, much more a family, on five hundred a^-year* Come to 
Dickinson's; there's some of the best Madeira in London there, my 
boy." So we went and talked over old times* The bill for dinner and 
wine consumed was prodigious, and the quantity of brandy-and>water 
that Jack took showed what a regular boozer he was. '' A guinea or 
two guineas. What the devil do I care what I spend for my dinner?" 
says he. 

" And Letty Lovelace," says I* 

Jack's countenance fell. However, he burst into a loud laugh 
presently. *' Lbtti?^ Lovelace ! " says he. " She 's Letty Lovelace 
still; but Gad, such a wizened old woman! She's as thin as a 
thread-paper ; (you remember what a figure she had) ; her nose has 
got red, and her teeth blue. She 's always ill ; always quarrelling 
with the rest of the family ; always psalm^ singing, and always taking 
pills. Gad, I had a rare escape there. Push round the grog, old 
boy." 

Strmghtway memory went back to the days when Letty was the 
loveliest of blooming young creatures : when to hear her sing was to 
make the heart jump into your throat ; when to see her dance, was 
better than Montessu or Noblet (they were the Ballet Queens of 
those days) ; when Jack used to wear a locket of her hair, with a 
little gold chain round his neck, and, exhilarated with toddy, after a 
sederunt of the Cuttykilt mess, used to pull out this token, and kiss 
it, and howl about it, to the great amusement of the bottle-nosed old 
Major and the rest of the table. 

'^ My father and her's couldn't put their horses together," Jack said. 
^^ The General wouldn't come down with more than six thousand. My 
Governor said it shouldn't be done under eight. Lovelace told him 
to go and be hanged, and so we parted company. They said she was 
in a decline. Gammon ! She 's forty, and as tough and as sour as 
this bit of lemon peel. Don't put much into your punch. Snob, my 
boy. No man can stand punch after wine." 

** And what are your pursuits. Jack ? " says I. 

'^ Sold out when the Governor died. Mother lives at Bath. Go 
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down there once a year for a week* Dreadful slow. Shilling whist. 
Four sisters — all unmarried except the youngest — awful work. Scot- 
land in August. Italy in the winter : cursed rheumatism. Come to 
London in March, and toddle about at the Club, ol(^boy ; and we won*t 
go home till maw-aw-ming till daylight does appear." 

" And here 's the wreck of two lives !" mused the present Snobograr- 
pher, after taking leave of Jack Spigoot. ** Pretty merry Letty 
Lovelace's rudder lost and she cast away, and handsome Jack 
Spiogot stranded on the shore like a drunken Trinculo." 

What was it that insulted Nature (to use no higher name), and 
perverted her kindly intentions towards them ? What cursed frost 
was it that nipped the love that hoth were hearing, and condemned 
the girl to sour sterility, and the lad to selfish old-bachelorhood ? It 
was the infernal Snob tyrant who governs us all, who says, '^ Thou 
shalt not love without a lady's-maid ; thou shalt not marry without a 
carriage and horses ; thou shalt have no wife in thy heart, and no 
children on thy knee, without a page in buttons and a French bonne j 
thou shalt go to the deril unless thou hast a Brougham ; marry poor, 
and society shall forsake thee; thy kinsmen shall avoid thee as a 
criminal ; thy aunts and uncles shall turn up their eyes and hemoan 
the sad sad manner in which Tom or Harry has throv^n himself away ." 
You, young woman, may sell yourself without shame, and marry old 
Crcesus ; you, young man, may lie away your heart and your life for 
a jointure. But if you are poor, wo he to you ! Society, the brutal 
Snob autocrat, consigns you to solitary perdition. Wither, poor girl, 
in your garret ; rot, poor bachelor, in your Club. 

When I see those graceless recluses — those unnatural monks and 
nuns of the order of St. Beelzebub,* my hatred for Snohs and their 
worship, and their idols, passes all continence. Let us hew down that 
man-eating Juggernaut, I say, that hideous Dagon; and I glow 
with the heroic courage of Tom Thumb, and join battle with the giant 
Snob. 



* This of course is understood to apply only to those unmarried persons whom a mean 
and Snobbish fear about money has kept from fulfilling their natural destiny. Many 
persons there are devoted to celibacy because they cannot help it. Of these a man would 
be a brute who spoke roughly. Indeed, after Miss O'Toolb's conduct to the writer, he 
would be the last to condemn. But never mind, these are personal matters. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

SNOBS ANB MA&RIA6X« 

yN that noble Tomance called Ten Thonsaini a Year^ I remember a pio- 
-^ foundly pathetic description of the Christian manner in whieh the 
hero, Mr. Aubbbt, bore M» misfortones. After making a dispkj of 
the moat florid and grandOoquent rea^nation, and quitting his country 
mansion, tiie writer supposes Aubrxt t» come to town in a post- 
chaise and paiir sitting bodkin probably between his wife and 
sister. It is abont seren o clock, carriages are rattling about, 
knoekera are thundering, and tears bedim the fine eyes of Kate 
and Bins. Aubrbt as they think that in happier times at this 
hour — ^their Adbhet used formerly to go out to dinner to the 
houses of the arbtocracy his friends. This is the gist of the 
passage — ^the elegant words I forget. But the noble, nobk semti- . 
ment I shsU always cherish and remember. What can be more | 
sublime than the notion of a great man's relatives in tears about — ^his I 
dinner ? With a few touches, what anthor ever more happily described / 
A Snob? 

We were leadii^ the passage lately at the house of my friend, 
Batmokd Gray, Esquire, Barrister-at-Law, an ingenuous youth 
without the least practice, but who has luckily a great share of good 
epirita, which enables him to bide his time, and bear laaghingly his 
humble position in the world. Meanwhile, until it is altered, the 
stem laws of necessity and the eiq>enses of the Northern Gireuit 
oblige Mr. Gray to live in a very tiny mansion in a very queer 
email square in the aiiy neighbourhood of Gray's Inn. 

Wiut is the more remarkable, is, that Gray has a wife there. 
Mrs. Gray was a Miss Habley Baker : and I suppose I need not 
say that is a respectable family. Allied to the Cavendishes, the 
Oxford^ the Marrybones, they still, though rather dechus from 
their original splendour, hold their heads as high as any. Mrs. 
HariiBY Baker, I know, never goes to church without John behind 
to carry her prayer-book ; nor will Mias Weiaeok, her sister, walk 
twenty yards a flopping without the protection of Figby, her sugar- 
loaf page ; though the old lady is as ugly as any woman in the parish. 
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and as tall and whiskery as a Grenadier* The astomahment is, how 
Emily Harley Baker could have stooped to marry RAYiioin> 
Gray. She, who was the prettiest and proudest of the family ; she, 
who refused Sir Cookle Byles, of the Bengal Senrice ; she, who 
turned up her little nose at Essex Temple, Q.C, and connected with 
the noble house of Albyn ; she, who had but 4000 pour tout potage^ 
to marry a man who had scarcely as much more. A scream of wrath 
and indignation was uttered by the whole family when they heard of 
this mesalliance. Mrs. Harley Baker never speaks of her daughter 
now but with tears in iier eyes, and as a ruined creature. Miss Wel- 
BECK says, '^ I consider that man a villain ;"--and has denounced poor 
good-natured Mrs. Perkins as a swindler, at whose baU the young 
people met for the first time. 

Mr. and Mrs. Gray, meanwhile, live in Gray's Inn Lane, afore* 
said, with a maid-servant and a nurse, whose hands are very fhll, and 
in a most provoking and unnatural state of happiness. They have 
never once thought of crying about their dinner, like the wretchedly 
puling and Snobbish womankind of my favourite Snob Aubrey, of 
Ten Thousand a Year ; but on the contrary, accept such humble 
victuals as Fate awards them with a most perfect and thankful good 
grace — ^nay, actually have a portion for a hungry friend at times — a» 
the present writer can gratefully testify. 

I was mentioning these dinners, and some admirable lemon pud- 
dings which Mrs. Gray makes, to our mutual friend the great Mr» 
GoLDMORE, the East India Director, when that gentleman's faoo 
assumed an expression of almost apoplectic terror, and he gasped 
out, '^ What! Do they give dinners?" He seemed to think it a 
crime and a wonder that such people should dine at all, and that it 
was their custom to huddle round their kitchen fire over a bone and 
a crust. Whenever he meets them in society, it is a matter of won- 
der to him (and he always expresses lus surprise very loud) how the 
lady can appear decently dressed, and the man have an unpatched 
coat to his back. I have heard him enlai^e upon this pove rty b efore 
the whole room at the Conflagrative Club, to whicii he and 1 and 
Gray have the honour to belong. 

We meet at the Club on most days. At half-past four, Goldmore 
arrives in St. James's Street, from the City, and you may see him 
reading the evening papers in the bow window of the Club which 
enfilades Pall Mall — a large plethoric man, with a bunch of seals in 
a large bow-windowed light waistcoat. He has large coat-tails, 
stufi^ed with agents' letters and papers about companies of which he 
is a Director. His seals jingle as he walks. I wish I had such a men 
for an uncle, and that he himself were childless. I would love and 
cherish him, and be kind to him. 
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At six o'clock in the full season, when all the world is in St. James's 
Street, and the carriages are cutting in and out among the cahs on 
the stand, and the tufted dandies are showing their listless facds 
out of White's; and you see respectable grey-headed gentlemen 
waggling their heads to each other through the plate-glass windows 6f 
Arthur s : and the red-coats wish to be Briarean, so as to hold all the 
gentlemen's horses ; and that wonderful red-coated royal porter Is 
sunning himself before Marlborough House ; — at the noon of London 
time, you see a light-yellow carriage with black horses, and a coach- 
man in a tight floss-silk wig, and two footmen in powder and white atid 
yellow liveries, and a large woman inside in shot silk, a poodle, and a 
pink parasol, which drives up to the gate of the Conflagrative, and the 
page goes and says to Mr. Goldmorb (who is perfectly aware of the 
fact, as he is looking out of the windows with about forty other Con- 
flagrative bucks) " Your carriage, Sir." G. wags his head. " Remem- 
ber, eight o'clock precisely," says he to Mullioatawney, the other 
East India Director, and ascending the carriage plumps down by the 
side of Mrs. Golbmore for a drive in the Park, and then home to 
Portland Place. As the carriage whirls off, all the young bucks in 
the Club feel a secret elation. It is a part of their establishment as it 
were. That carriage belongs to their Club, and their Club belongs to 
them. They follow the equipage with interest ; they eye it knowingly 
as they see it in the Park. But halt ! we are not come to the Clur 
Snobs yet. O my brave Snobs, what a flurry there will be among 
you when those papers appear ! 

Well, you may judge, from the above description, what sort of a 
man Goldmore is. A dull and pompous Leadenhall Street Crcesus, 
good-natured withal, and afiable — cruelly affable. '' Mr. Goldmore 
can never foiget," his lady used to say, " that it was Mrs. Gray's 
grand&ther who sent him to India ; and though that young woman 
has made the most imprudent marriage in tlie world, and has left her 
station in society, her husband seems an ingenious and laborious young 
man, and we shall do everything in our power to be of use to him." 
So they used to ask the Grays to dinner twice or thrice in a season, 
when, by way of increasing the kindness, Buff, the butler, is ordered 
to hire a fly to convey them to and from Portland Place. 

Of course I am much too good-natured a friend of both parties not 
to tell Gray of Goldmore's opinion regarding him, and the Nabob's 
astonishment at the idea of the briefless barrister having any dinner 
at all* Indeed, Goldmore's saying became a joke against Gray 
amongst ns wags at the Club, and we used to ask him when he 
tasted meat last? whether we should bring him home something 
from dinner ? and cut a thousand other mad pranks with him in our 
facetious way. 

k2 
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One day, theti, coming home fxom the Club, Mb. GttAT eonveyed 
to ^Mf wife the Mtonntling InformatiQii thst he hed esked Golpmmiw 
todiuier. 

"^ My loYe," says Mrs. Gbat, in a txemor, ^ how andd you be so 
erod ? Why, the dining-room won't hold Mbs. Goldmobx." 

^ Make yonr mind easy, Mas. Gbat ; her kdyahip is in FSuis. 
It IB only Cb<ebu8 that 's coming, and we are going to ^e ^y after- 
waidfl — to Sadler's Wells. Goldmobb said at the Clnb that he 
thought Shakspbabx was a great dramatic poet, and ought to bo 
fatronised ; whereupon, fired with enthusiasm, I invited him to em 
banquet." 

** Goodness gradous ! what can we give him for dinner? He has 
two French cooks ; you know Mrs. Goldbobb is always tdling ua 
about them ; and he dines with Aldermen every day." 

'* ' A plain Ic^ of mutton, my Lmnr, 
I prythee get ready at three ; 
Hkre it tender, and smoking, and juioy. 
And what better meat can ther» be ?* " 

says Gray, quoting my favourite poet. 

^^ But the cook is ill ; and you know that horrible Fattypan^ the 
pastrycook's." * * 

" Silence, Frau ! " says Gray, in a deep-tragedy voice. " I will 
have the ordering of this repast. Do all things as I bid thee. Invite 
our friend Snob here to partake of the feast. Be mine the task of 
procuring it." 

" Don't be expensive, Raymond," says his wife. 

^' Peace, thou timid partner of the briefless one. Gqldmobb's 
dinner shall be suited to our narrow means. Only do thou do in aU 
things my commands." And seeing by the peculiar expression of the 
rogue's countenance, that some mad waggery was in preparation, I 
awaited the morrow with anxiety. 
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CHAPTEE XXXV. 

SNOBS AND HA&&IA0E. 

T>UNCTUAL to the hour — (By the way, I cannot omit here to mark 
-^ down my hatted, scorn, and mdignation, towards those fiuserahle 
Snobs who come to dinner at nine, when they are asked at eight, 
in ord^ to make a sensation in the company. May the loatfamg of 
honest folks, the back-biting of others, the curses of cooks, panne 
these wretches, and arenge the somety on which they trample !) — 
Punctual, I say, to the hour of five, which Mr. and Mrs. Ray- 
mond Grat had appointed, a youth of an elegant appearance, 
IB a neat evening dresss, whose trim whiskers indicated neatness, 
whose light step denoted activity, (for in sooth he was hungry, 
and always is at the dinner hour, whatsoever that hour may be), 
Imd whose rich golden hair, curling down his shoulders, was set 
off by a perfectly new four-and-ninepenny silk hat, was seen wending 
his way down Bittlestone Street, Bittlestone Square, Gray's Inn. The 
perscm in question, I need not say, was Mr. Snob. He is never late 
when invited to dine. But to proceed with my narrative : — 

Although Mr. Snob may have flattered himself that he made a 
sensation as he strutted down Bittlestone Street with his richly gilt- 
knobbed cane, (and indeed I vow I saw heads looking at me from 
Miss Squhaby's, the brass-plated milliner opposite Rayhonb Gray's, 
who has three silver-paper bonnets, and two fly-blown French prints 
of fashion in the window), yet what was the emotion produced by 
my arrival, compared to that with which the little street thrilled, 
when at Ave minutes past five the floss- wigged coachman, the yellow 
hammer-doth and flunkies, the black horses and blazing silver hamesa 
of Mb. Gouohore whirled down the street ! It is aTety little street 
of very little houses, most of them with very large brass plates like 
Miss Squxlsby's. Coal-merchants, architects, and surveyoss, two 
surgeons, a solicitor, a dancing-master, and of eourse severol house- 
agents, occupy the houses — ^little two-storied edifioes with little stucco 
porticoes. Golbhobe's carriage overtopped the voofit abnost ; the 
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first floors might shake hands with Croesus as he lolled inside; all 
the windows of those first floors thronged with children and women in 
a twinkling. There was Mrs. Hammerlt in curl-papers; Mrs. 
Saxby with her front awry; Mr. Wriggles peering through the 
gauze curtains, holding the while his hot glass of rum-and-water — in 
fine, a tremendous commotion in Bittlestone Street, as the Goldhore 
carriage drove up to Mr. Raymond Gray's door. 

*•'' How kind it is of him to come with both the footmen 1 " says little 
Mrs. Gray, peeping at the vehicle too. The hugest domestic, descend- 
ing from his perch, gave a rap at the door which almost drove in the 
building. All the heads were out ; the sun was shining ; the veiy 
organ-boy paused ; the footman, the coach, and Goldmore's red hoe 
and white waistcoat were blazing in splendour. The herculean plushed 
one went back to open the carriage-door. 

Raymond Gray opened his — ^in his shirt-sleeves. 

He ran up to the carriage. '^ Come in^ Gtoldmore/' says he. ^' Just 
in time, my boy. Open the door, Whatdyecallum, and let your 
master out," — and Whatdyecallum obeyed mechanically, with a face 
of wonder and horror, only to be equalled by the look of stupified 
astonishment which ornamented the purple countenance of his master. 

*' Wawt taim will you please have the cage^ Sir/' says Whatdye- 
callum, in that peculiar, unspellable, inimitable, flunky fied pronun- 
ciation which forms one of the chief charms of existence. 

^' Best have it to the theatre, at night," Gray exclaims ; ^' it is but 
a step from here to the Wells, and we can walk there. I've got 
tickets for all. Be at Sadler's Wells at eleven." 

^' Yes, at eleven," exclaims Goldmore perturbedly, and walks with 
a flurried step into the house, as if he were going to execution (as 
indeed he was, with that wicked Gray as a Jack Ketch over him). 
The carriage drove away, followed by numberless eyes from door- 
steps and balconies; its appearance is still a wonder in Bittlestone 
Street. 

^' Go in there, and amuse yourself with Snob," says Gray, opening 
the little drawing-room door. '' I 'U call out as soon as the chops are 
ready. Fanny 's below, seeing to the pudding." 

^' Gracious mercy ! " says Goldmore to me, quite confidentially, 
" How could he ask us ? I really had no idea of this — this utter 
destitution." 

^^ Dinner, dinner ! " roars out Gray, from the dining-room, whence 
issued a great smoking and frying ; and entering that apartment we 
find Mrs. Gray ready to receive us, and looking perfectly like a 
Princess who, by some accident, had a bowl of potatoes in her hand, 
which vegetables she placed on the table. Her husband was mean- 
while cooking mutton-chops on a gridiron over the fire. 
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^' Fannt has made the roly-poly pudding," says he ; ^^ the chops are 
my paH. Here's a fine one; try ^a, Goldmobe." And he popped 
a fizzing cntlet on that gentleman's plate. What words^ what notes of 
exclamation can describe the nabob's astonishment ? 

The table-cloth was a very old one, darned in a score of places. 
There was mustard in a tea-cup, a silver fork for Goldmore — all ouxa 
were iron. 

<< I wasn't bom with a silver spoon in my mouth," says Grat, 
giayely. ** That fork is the only one we have. Fanmt has it 
generally." 

*^ Raymond ! " cries Mbs. Gbat, in an imploring face. 

^^ She was used to better things, you know : and I hope one day to 
get her a dinner service. I 'm told the electro-plate is uncommonly 
good. Where the deuce is that boy with the beer? And now," said 
he, springing up, ^' I '11 be a gentleman." And so he put on his coat, 
and sate down quite gravely, with four fresh mutton chops which he 
had by this time broiled. 

^^ We don't have meat every day, Mr. Goldmore," he continued, 
*^ and it 's a treat to me to get a dinner like this. You little know, 
you goitlemen of £ngland, who live at home at ease, what hardships 
briefless barristers endure." 

^^ Gracious mercy ! " says Mr. Goldmore. 

^^ Where 's the half-and-half? Fannt, go over to the ^ Keys ' and 
get the beer. Here *s sixpence." And what was our astonishment 
when Fanny got up as if to go ! 

^' Gracious mercy ! let me," cries Goldmore. 

"Not for worlds, my dear sir. She 's used to it. They wouldn't 
eerve you as well as they serve her. Leave her alone. Law bless 
you ! " Raymond said, with astounding composure. And Mrs. Gray 
left the room, and actually came back with a tray on which there was 
a pewter flagon of beer. Little Polly (to whom, at her christening, 
I had the honour of presenting a silver mug, ea officio) fi)llowed with 
a couple of tobacco pipes, and the queerest roguish look in her round 
little chubby face. 

"Did you speak to Taplino about the gin, Fanny, my dear?" 
Gray asked, after bidding Polly put the pipes on the chimney-piece, 
which that little person had some difiBculty in i-eaching — " The last 
was turpentine, and even your brewing didn't make good punch of it." 

" You would hardly suspect, Goldmore, that my wife, a Hjirley 
Baser, would ever make gin punch? I think my mother-in-law 
would commit suicide if she saw her." 

" Don't be always laughing at Mamma, Raymond," says Mrs. 
Gray. 
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" Wdl, well, flhe vonlda't die, and I dm'l wiih diie wonld. And 

yon doD't make gin punch, and you don't like it eitber— and 

GobDHORB, do you drink your beer out of the glan, or out of the 
pewter?" 

" GraoioaB mercy ! " ejaculatea Cb«bvi oooe lou^, aa little Pau.T 
takii^ tJie pot with both her litOs bunchea of hands, ^iSea it, emiliitf' 
to l^t aatonisbed Director. 

And BO, in a word, the dimier oommenoed, and was presently ended 
in ft (amilar ftshion. Gsa? pnreued his unfortDiiate guest with the 
moat queer and outrageous descriptioB of his struggle miseiy, and 
psTerty. He deiwibed how he uleaued the knires whoi they were 
firat maiiied ; and how he used to drag the children in a little cart - 
how his wife conld toss pancakes; and what parts of his dress she 
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mude. He told Tibbits, his derk, (who was in fisust the functionary 
who had brought the beer from the public house, which Mrs. Fannf 
had fetched from the neighbouring apartment) — ^to fetch ^^ the bottle 
of port wine," when the dinner was over ; and told Goldmobe as won- 
derful a history about the way in which that bottle of wine had come 
into his hands, as any of his former stories had been. When the 
repast was all over, and it was near time to move to the play, and 
Mbs. Gray had retired, and we were sitting ruminating rather silently 
oyer the last glasses of the port, Gray suddenly breaks the silence by 
slapping GoLDMORE on the shoulder, and saying ^^ Now, Goldmore, 
tell me something.' 

^ What?" asks Cr(E8it8. 

<^ HaTenH you had a good dinner 1 

OoLDMOBE started, as if a sudden truth had just dawned upon him. 
fie had had a good dinner ; and didn't know it until then. The three 
mntton-K^ops consumed by him were best of the mutton kind ; the 
potatoes were perfect of their order ; as for the roly-poly, it was too 
good. The porter was frothing and coel, and the port wine was 
wor&y of the gills of a bishop. I speak witii ulterior views; for there 
18 more in Gbat's cellar. 

^' Well," says Goldmore, .sAer a pause, duioQg which he took time 
to consider the momentous question Gray put to him — ^ 'Pon my 
word — ^now you say so — I — 1 have — I really hwm Ihad a monsous good 
dinnah — monsous good, upon my ward ! Here 's your health. Gray, 
my hoy, and your amiable lady; and when Mas. Goldworb comes 
back, I hope we shall see yon more in Portland Place." And with 
this the time came for the play, and we went to see M». Phelps at 
Sadler's Wells. 

The best of this fiteiy (£>r the timlak of evety word «f whidh I 
pledge my honour) is, '&ai after this hanquet, wineh Gou>mobb 
enjoyed so, the honest fellow felt a pBodigions oompassion and regard 
£nr the starving and aoKerable giver of the feast, and determined 
to help him lus profeanon. And heing a Dlnctor of the 2iewly 
ettabliahed Anttbilions Life Assurance Company, he has had Gbay 
i^pointed Standing Counsel, with a pretty annual fee; and only 
yesteorday. In an appeal from Bomhay (Buckmuckjee Bobbaoheb 
V. RAMOHOWDaB^BAHAWDBB) iu the Privy Cemoal, Loan Brougham 
Qomplimeoited Mr. Gray, who was in the case, on his curious and 
eocact knowledge of the Sanscrit language. 

Whether he knows Sanscrit or not, I can't say; but Goldmore 
got him the business ; and so I cannot help having a lurking regard 
for that pompous old Bigwig. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

SNOBS AND MARRIAGE. 

. E Baobeloiu in 
Clubs are veey 
taudi <MigeA to 
you," ta,ya tag old 
school and college 
coinpaiuoii, Ebsex 
Temple, " for the 
opioioD which yon 
hold of 113. Youooll 
us selfish, parple- 
faced, bloated, and 
other pretty names. 
Yon state, in the 
simplest posBible 
terms, that wa 
shall go to the 
deuce. You bid 
us Tot in loneliness, 
and deny us all 
claims to honesty, 
conduct, decent 
Christian life. 
Whoareyon, Mh. 
Snob, to judge ns 
HO ? Who are you, 
with your infernal 
benevolent smirk 
and grin, that 
^ • ^^ \ > Ungh at bU onr 

**"^"^ "^fc.^ ' "^^ generation? 

^'*- ^ " I wUl tell you 

my case," says 

Essex Tehple ; '* mine and my raster Poli,t'b, and you may make 

what you like of it ; and sneer at old maids, and bully old bachelors. 
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'' I will whisper to yon oonfidentiBlly that my sister Pollt was 
eagagcd to Sergeant Shibkbb — a fellow whose talents <me cannot 
deny, and be hanged to them, but whom I have always known to be 
mean, selfish, and a prig. However, women don't see these fiiults in 
the men whom Lore throws in their way. Shirxbr, who has about 
as much warmth as an eel, made up to Pollt years and yean ago, 
and was no had match for a briefless barrister, as he was then. 

^' Hare you ever read Lord Eldon s life ? Do you remember how 
the sordid old Snob narrates his going out to purchase twopence-worth 
of sprats, which he and Mrs. Soott fried between them ? And how 
he parades his humility, and exhibits his miserable poverty — ^he who 
at that time must have been making a thousand pounds a year ? Well, 
Sbxbkbr was just as proud of his prudence — just as thankful for his 
own meanness, and of course would not marry without a competency. 
Who so honourable ? Pollt waited, and waited faintly, fiom year 
to year. He wasn't sick at heart ; his passion never disturbed his six 
hours' sleep, or kept his ambition out of mind. He would rather 
have hugged an attorney any day than have kissed - Pollt, though 
she was one of the prettiest creatures in the world ; and while she 
was pining alone up-stairs, reading over the stock of half-a-dozen frigid 
letters that the confounded prig had condescended to write to her ; Ae, 
be sure, was never busy with anything but his briefs in chambers — 
always frigid, rigid, self-satisfied, and at his duty. The marriage 
trailed on year after year, while Mr. SEROEAxr Shirker grew to be 
the fiimous lawyer he is. 

*' Meanwhile, my younger brother. Pump Tbuple, who was in the 
120th Hussars, and had the same little patrimony which fell to the 
lot of myself and Pollt, must fall in love with our cousin, Fannt 
FiOTBEE, and marry her out of hand. You should have seen the 
wedding ! Six bridesmaids in pink, to hold the fan, bouquet, gloves, 
soent-bottle, and pocket-handkerchief of the bride; basketsfuU of 
white favours in the vestry, to be pinned on to tlie footmen and horses ; 
a genteel congregation of curious acquaintance in the pews, a shabby 
one of poor on the steps ; all the carriages of all our acquaintance, 
whom Attnt Fiotrre had levied for the occasion ; and of course four 
horses for Mr. Pump's bridal vehicle. 

^^ Then comes the breakfast or d^'euner, if you please, with a 
brass band in the street, and policemen to keep order. The happy 
bridegroom spends about a year's income in dresses for the bridesmaids 
and pretty presents ; and the bride must have a trou9ieau of laces, 
satins, jewel-boxes and tom-foolery, to make her fit to be a lieute- 
nant's wife. There was no hesitation about -Pump. He flung about 
his money as if it had been dross ; and Mrs. P. Temple on the horse 
Tom Tiddler, which her husband gave her, was the most dashing of 
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SDAitary womm at Brighton <»* Dablin. How old Mrs. Fiotree 
used to bore me and PoLti? with storieB «f Pump's grandear and the 
noble oompany he kept ! Polly Hres with the Fjotree8, -as I am 
not rioh enough to keep a home for her. 

^ PtrMp and I hare always been rather distant. Not having the 
•digfatest notions about horseflesh, he has a natural contempt for me ; 
and in our mother s lifetime, when the good old lady was always pay-^ 
ing his debts and petting him, I'm not sure there was not a little 
jealousy. It used to be Polly that kept the peace between ns. 

^^8he went to Dablin to visit Pump, and brought back grand 
aeoounts of his doings — gayest man about the town — ^Aide-de-Oamp 
to the Lord Lieutenant — Fanny admired eveiywhere — ^Her Excel- 
lency godmother to the second boy. The eldest with a string of 
aristocratic Christian names that made the grandmother wild with 
delight. Presently Fanny and Pump obligingly came over to London, 
where the third was bom. 

^^ Polly was godmother to this, and who so loving as she and 
Pump now ? ^ O Essex ! ' says she to me, ' he is so good, so generous, 
so fond of his family ; so handsome ; who can help loving him, and 
pardoning his little errors? ' One day, while Mrs. Pump was yet in 
the upper regions, and Doctor Fingerfeb*s brougham at her door 
every day, having business at Guildhall, whom should I meet in 
Cheapside but Pump and Polly ? The poor girl looked more happy 
and rosy than I have seen her these twelve years. Pump, on the 
contrary, was rather blushing and embarrassed. 

*•* I couldn't be mistaken in her face and its look of mischief and 
triumph. She had been committing some act of sacrifice. I went to 
the family stockbroker. She had sold out two thousand pounds that 
morning and given them to Pump. Qnarrellmg was useless — Pfmp 
had the money ; he was off to Dublin by the time I reached his 
mother's, and Polly radiant still. He was going to make his fortune ; 
he was going to embark the money in the Bog of Allen — I don't know 
what. The fact is, he was going to pay his losses upon the last 
MajDchester steeple-chase, and I leave you to imagine how much 
principal or interest poor Polly ever saw back again. 

'' It was more than half her fortui^, and he has had another 
ihousmd since from her. Then came efforts to stave off ruin and 
prevent exposure; struggles on all our parts, and sacrifices, that 
(here Mr. Essex Temple began to hesitate) that needn't be talked 
of ; but they were of no more use than such sacrifices ever are. Pump 
and lus wife are abroad — I don't like to ask where ; Pou:.y has the 
three children, and Mr. Sergeant Shirker has formally written to 
a break off an engagement, on the conclusion of which Miss Tebiflb 
must faezaelf have speculated, when she alienated the greater part of 
her fortune.' 
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*^ And hero's your &moti8 theory of poor marriageS)" Essex Temple 
cries, conduding the above history. ^* How do you know that I don't 
want to marry myself? How do you dare sneer at my poor sister? 
What are we but martyrs of the reckless marriage system which Mr. V 
Snob, forsooth, chooses to advocate ? " And he thought he had the 
better of the argument, which, strange to say, is not my opinion. 

But for the infernal Snob-worship, might not every one of these 
people be happy 1 If poor Polly's happiness lay in linking her ten- 
der arms roimd such a heartless prig as the sneak who has deceived 
lier, she might have been happy now — ^as happy as Raymond Ray- 
mond in the ballad, with the stone statue by his side. She is wretched 
because Mr. Sergeant Shirker worships money and ambition, and 
k a Snob and a coward. 

If the unfortunate Pcjmp Temple and his giddy hussy of a wife 
have ruined themselves, and dragged down others into their calamity, 
it is because they loved rank, and horses, and plate, and carrii^;es, and 
Court Gktides, and millinery, and would sacrifice all to attain those 
objects. 

And who misguides them ? If the world were more simple, would 
not those foolish people follow the fashion ? Does not the world love 
Court Guides^ and millinery, and plate, and carriages ? Mercy on us ! 
Read the fashionable intelligence; read the Court Circular; read 
the genteel novels; survey mankind, from Pimlico to Red Lion 
Square, and see how the Poor Snob is aping the Rich Snob ; how the 
Mean Snob is grovelling at the feet of the Proud Snob ; and the Great 
Snob is lordinipit over his humble brother. Does the idea of equality;. ^ 
ever enter Dives' head ? Will it ever ? Will tke Uuohess of 
Fxtzbattlbaxe (I like a good name) ever believe that Lady Crcbsvs, 
her next door ne^hbour in Belgrave Square, is as good a lady as her 
Grace ? Will Lady Crcesus ever leave off pining for the Duchess's 
partiesi, and cease patronising Mrs. Broadcloth, whose husband has 
not got his Baronetcy yet ? Will Mrs. Broadcloth ever heartily 
shake hands with Mrs. Seedy, and give up those odious calculations 
about poor dear Mrs. Sbedy's income ? Will Mrs. Seedy, who is 
starving in her great house, go and live comfortably in a little one, or 
in lodgings ? Will her landlady. Miss Letsam, ever stop wondering 
at the familiarity of tradespeople, or rebuking the insolence of Sitky, 
the maid, who wears flowers under her bonnet, like a lady ? 

But why hope, why wish for such times ? Do I wish all Snobs to , 
perish ? Do I wish these Snob papers to determine ? Suicidal fool, 
art not thou, too, a Snob and a brother ? 



CHAPTER XXXVII. 

CLUB BN0B8. 

-=^1 "N ^,^:lS5s=- I wish to he par- 

tionlarly agreeable 
to the ladiea, (to 
whom I make my 
most humble obei- 
sance, oSiuiiig them 
every complimcBt 
connected with thia 
festive season), we 
will now, if yoa 
please, cominence 
maligning a claaa 
of Snoba, ^uust 
wltom, I btlieTB, 
most female minds 
are embittered, — I mean Club Snobs. I have very seldom heard even 
the most gentle and placable woman apeak without a little feeling of 
bitterness agunst those social ioatitutions, those palaces swaggering in 
St. James's, which are open to the men; while the ladies have but 
their dingy three-windowed brick traxes in Belgravia or in Padding- 
tonia, or in the region between the load of Edgeware and that of 
Gray's Inn. 

In my grandfather's time it nsed to be Free- Masonry that roiued 
their anger. It was my grand aunt (whose portrait we still have ia 
the fiunity} who got into the clock-case at the Hoyal Roucmuan. 
Lodge at Bungay, Suffolk, to spy tlie proceedings of the Society, of 
which her husband was a member, and bung frightened by the sudden 
whining and striking eleven of the clock, (just as the Deputy-Grand- 
Master was bringing in the mystic gridiron fur the reception of a 
neophyte), rushed out into the midst of the lodge assembled ; and 
was elected, by a desperate unanimity, Depnty-Grand-KIiatress for 
life. Though that admirable and courageous female never sabse- 
quently breathed a word with regard to the secrets of the initiation, 
yet she inspired all our family with such a terror regarding the 
mysteries of Jachin and Bosz, that none of our family have ever 
since joined the Society or worn the dread^l Masonic insignia. 
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It is known that Obpheus was torn to pieces by some justly indig- 
nant Thiacian ladies for belonging to an Harmonic Lodge. ^' Let him 
go back . to EuRYDiCE," they said, '^ whom he is pretending to regret 
so." But the history is given in Dr. LbiIprierb's elegant dictionary 
in a manner much more forcible than any which this feeble pen can 
attempt. At once, then, and without verbiage, let us take up this 
subject matter of Clubs. 

Clubs ought not in my mind to be permitted to bachelors. If my 
fiiend of the Cutty Kilts had not our club, the Union Jack, to go to 
(I belong to the U. J. and nine other similar institutions), who knows 
but he never would be a bachelor at this present moment? Instead of 
being made comfortable, and cockered up with every luxury, as they 
are at Clubs, bachelors ought to be rendered profoundly miserable, in 
my opinion. Every encouragement should be given to the rendering 
their spare time disagreeable. There can be no more'odious object, 
according to my sentiments, than youug Smith, in the pride of health, 
commanding his dinner of three courses ; than middle-aged Jonbs^ 
wallowing (as I may say) in an easy padded arm-chair, over the last 
delicious novel or brilliant magazine ; or than old Brown, that selfish 
old reprobate, for whom mere literature has no charms, stretched on 
the best sofa, sitting on the second edition of the Times, having the 
Morning Chronicle between his knees, the Herald pushed in between 
his coat and waistcoat, the Standard under his left arm, the Globe 
under the other pinion, and the Daily News in perusal. ^'I'U 
trouble you for Punchy Mr. Wiggins," says the unconscionable old 
gormandiser, interrupting our friend, who is laughing over the 
periodical in question. 

This kind of selfishness j)nght not to be. No, no. Yoimg Smith, 
instead of his^ dmner and his wine,' ought to be, where ? — at the 
festive tea-table, to be sure, by the side of Miss Hiogs, sipping the 
bohea, or tasting the harmless muffin ; while old Mrs. Higos looks 
on, pleased at their innocent dalliance, and my friend Miss Wirt, 
the governess, is performing Thalbbrg's last sonata in treble X, 
totally unheeded, at the piano. 

Where should the middle-aged Jones be ? At his time of life, he 
ought to be the father of a family. At such an hour — ^say, at nine 
o'clock at night — ^the nursery-bell should have just rung the children 
to bed. He and Mrs. J. ought to be, by rights, seated on each side 
of the fire by the dining-room table, a bottle of Port Wine between 
them, not so full as it was an hour since. Mrs. J. has had two 
glasses; Mrs. Grumble (Jones's mother-in-law) has taken three: 
Jones himself has finished the rest, and doses comfortably until 
bed-time* 

And Bbown, that old newspaper-devouring miscreant, what right 
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has keattk dab at a decent hour of mght t He ovgbt to be ^ying 
bis rubber with. Miss Mao Whibtbr, his wife, and the famify apothe- 
cary. His candle ought to be brought to him at ten o'doek^ aad ha 
should retire to rest just as the young people were thinking of a danoe. 
How mudi finer, simpler, nobler, are the several employments I hav» 
sketched out for these gentlemen, than their present nightly oigiea «t 
the horrid club. 

And, ladies, think of men who do not merely frequent the diauig- 
soom and library, but who use other apartments of those horrible 
deoB which it is my purpose to batter down ; — think of CANiroir, the 
wretch, with his coat off, at his age and size, clattering the balls over 
the billiard table all night, and making bets with that odious Captatk 
SvoT ! — ^think of Pam in a dark room with Bob Trumper, Jack 
Dbucbace, and Charley Voz.e, playing, the poor dear misguided 
wretch, guinea points and five pounds on the robber ! — above aU, 
think, O think, of that den of abomination, which, I am tdd, has 
been established in some chibs, called the SmokiTig Room^ — think of 
the debauchees who congregate there, the quantities of reeking 
whiskey-punch or more dangerous sherry-cobbler which they eon-- 
sume ; — think of them coming home at cock*crow and letting ^b&- 
selves into the quiet house with the Chubb key ; — ^think of them, the 
hypocrites, taking off their insidious boots before they slink up stairs, 
the children sleeping over-head, the wife of their bosom alone with 
the waning ruslilight in the two-pair front — that chamber so soon to 
be rendered hateful by the smell of their stale cigars ! I am not an 
advocate of violence ; I am not, by nature, of an incendiary turn of 
mind, but if, my dear ladies, you are for assassinating Mb. Chubb 
and burning down the Club Houses in St. James's, there is <me Snob, 
at least, who will not think the worse of you. 

The only men who, as I opine, ought to be allowed the use of 
Clubs, are married men without a profession. The continual presence 
of these in a house cannot be thought, even by the most uxorious of 
wives, desirable. Say the girls are beginning to practise their music, 
which in an honourable English family, ought to occupy every young 
gentlewoman three hours ; it would be rather hard to call upon poor 
papa to sit in the drawing-room all that time, and listen to- the inter- 
minable discords and shrieks which are elicited from the miserable 
piano during the above necessary operatbn. A man, with a good ear 
especially, would go mad, if compelled daily to submit to this horror. 

Or suppose you have a fancy to go to the milliner's, or to Howei.1. 
and James's, it is manifest, my dear Madam, that your husband is 
much better at the Club during these operations than by your side in 
the carriage, or perched in wonder upon one of the stools at Shawl and 
Gotcraok's, whilst youag counteisdandies are displaying their waxes. 
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THaa sort of bnsbands ahonld be sent ont after breakfoBt, and if not 
MembQTB of Fariiameat, or Directors of a Bailroad or an iDSDranca 
Company, should be put into their Clnbs, and told to reiuain there 
Wtil dinncT lime. No Nght is more agreeable to my truly well- 
regolated mind than to see the noble characters bo vorthilf employed. 
Whenerer I pass by St. James's Street, having the privilege, like the 
rest of the world, of looking in at the windows of Blioht's, or 
Foodlb's, or Snook's, or the great bay at the Contemplative ^lub, I 
behold with respectful appreciation the figures within— the honest 
rosy old fogies, the mouldy old dandies, the waist-belts and glossy 
irigs and tight cravats of those most yacuous and respectable men. 
Such men are l>est there during the day-time sorely. Wlien you part 
with them, dear Indies, think of the raptars consequent on their 



letnm. You have transacted your honsehold afimra ; you han made 
your parchaaes ; you have paid yonr visits ; yon have aired your 
poodle in the Park ; your French maid has oompleted the toilette 



14G THE b:!.'OBS of ENGLAND. 

which renders yon bo rsvishingly beautiful by candlelight, and yotiare 
fit to make home pleasant to him who has been absent all day. 

Sach men surely ought to have their Cluba, and we will not class 
them among Club Snobs therefore : — on whom let us reserve oar 
attack for the next week. 



CHAPTER XXXVIII. 



ucH a sensation has been created in the 
Clnbs by the appearance of the last 
paper on Club Snobs, as can't but be 
complimentaiy to me who am one of 
their number. 

I belong to nine clubs. The 

Union Jack, the Sash and Mnrliog- 

splke — Military Clubs. The True 

Blue, the No Surrender, the Blue 

and Buff, the Guy Fawkes, and the 

Cato Street — Political Clubs. The 

Erumiuell and the Regent — Dandy 

Clubs. The Acropolis, the Palls- 

dium, the Areopagus, the Pnyx, the 

FentelicHS, the Ilyssus, and the 

Foluphloisboio Thalasses — Literary 

Clnhs. I never could make out how the latter set of Clubs got their 

names ; / don't know Greek for one, and I wonder how many other 

members of those institutions do. 

Ever since the Club Snobs have been announced, I observe a sen- 
sation created on my entrance into any one of these places. Mem- 
bers get up and hustle togethor ; they nod, they scowl, as they glance 
towards the present Snob. " Infernal impudeat jackanapes ! If he 
shows me up," ssys CoiiOnel BtrnvEH, "I'll break every bone in 
his skin." " I told you what would come of admittiog literary men 
into the Club," says Ranville RanviMiG to his colleague. Spooney, 
■of the Tape and Sealing- Wax ORice. " These people are very well 
in their proper places, and as a public man, I make a point of shaking 
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hdiidB with thein, and thst sort of t}iing ; but to hsve one's pnracy 
obtmded upon by nich people is really too tnnch. Come along, 
SpooNBT," and the pair of piigi retire aupercUioDaly. 

As 1 came into the cofibe-niom at the Mo Snncnder, old Jawkiks 
vae holding out to B knot of men, vho were yawning, aa usnal- 
There be stood, waving the Standard, and swaggering before the fire. 



" What," eays lie, " did I tell Peel last year ''. If you touch the Com 
Laws, you tourh the Sugar Question ; if you touch the Sugar, yoa 
touch the Tea. I am no niouopolial:. I am a liberal toaa, but I 
cannot forget that I stand on the brink of a precipice ; and if we are 
to have Free Trade, give me reciprocity. And what was Sib 
Robert Peel's answer to me ! ■ Ma. Jawsims,' he said" — 

Here Jawkins'e eye suddenly turning on your humble servant, 
lie stopped his sentence, with a guilty look — his stale, old, stupid 
sentence, which erery one of ns at the Club have hewd over and 
OTer again, 

Jawkiks is a most perlinacions Club Snob. Every day be is at 
that fire-place, holding that Standard, of which he reads up the leading 
article, and pours it out, ore rotunda, with the most astonishing com- 
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pomre, in the face of his neighboixr, who has just read every woid of 
it in the paper. Jawkins has money, as you may see hy the tie of 
his neckcloth. He passes the morning swaggering ahout the City, in 
hankers' and hrokers' parlours, and says:; — ''I spoke with Pbei* 
yesterday, and his intentions are so and so. Graham and I were 
talking over the matter, and I pledge you my word of honour, his 
opinion coincides with mine ; and that Whatd yecallum is the only- 
measure Government will venture on trying." By evening-paper 
time he is at the Club : ^' I can tell you the opinion of the City, my 
lord," says he, ^' and the way in which Jones Lovd looks at it is 
briefly this ; Rothschilds told me so themselves. In Mark Lane, 
people's minds are quite made up." He is considered rather a well- 
informed man. 

He lives in Belgravia, of course ; in a drab-coloured genteel house, 
and has everything about him that is properly grave, dismal, and 
comfortable. His dinners are in the Morning Herald^ among the 
parties for the week ; and his wife and daughters make a very hand> 
some appearance at the Drawing-Room, once a-year, when he comes 
down to the Club in his Deputy-Lieutenant's uniform. 

He is fond of beginning a speech to you by saying, " When I was in 
the House, I &c." — in fact he sat for Skittlebury for three weeks in 
the first Reformed Parliament, and was unseated for bribery ; since 
which he has three times unsuccessfully contested that honourable 
borough. • 

Another sort of Political Snob I have seen at most Clubs, and that is 
the man who does not care so much for home politics, but is great upon 
foreign affairs. I think this sort of man is scarcely found anywhere 
tut in Clubs. It is for him the papers provide their foreign articles, 
at the expense of some ten thousand a-year each. He is the man 
who is really seriously uncomfortable about the designs of Russia, 
and the atrocious treachery of Louis- Philippe. He it is who 
expects a French fleet in the Thames, and has a constant eye upon 
the American President, every word of whose speech (goodness help 
him !) he reads. He knows the names of the contending leaders in 
Portugal, and what they are fighting about : and it is he who says that 
Lord Aberdeen ought to be impeached, and Lord Palmerston 
hanged, or vice versd. 

Lord Palmerston's being sold to Russia, the exact number of 
roubles paid, by what house in the City, is a favourite theme with 
this kind of Snob. I once overheard him — it was Captain Spit- 
fire, R.N., (who had been refused a ship by the Whigs, by the 
way) — ^indulging in the following conversation with Mr. Minns 
after dinner. 
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" Why wasn't the Phinoesr Scraqjjhoffsby at Ladt Fauier- 
ston's patty, MiHNB ? Because the can't »hou> — and wky can't she 



show? Shall I tell yon, Minns, why she can'tshow? The PiOncess 
SaRA«AH0FP8z\-'a back is flayed alive, Minns — I tell yoo it's law, 
Sir ! Oa Tuesday last, at twelve o'clock, three dmmmeis «f the 
Freobajineki regiment arrived at Ashljumham House, and at half-past 
twelve, in the yellow drawing-Toom at the Russian Embassy, before 
the ambassadress and foar ladies'-maids, the Greek Papa, and the 
Seeretaij of Embassy, Madame db Scbaoamoffsky received thir- 
teen dozen. She was knonted. Sir, knouted in the midst of England 
—in Berkeley Square, for having said that the Grand Ducbbss 
Oma's hair waa red. And now, Sir, will yon tell me Lobd Pai- 
MBBSTON ought to continue Miuutei^" 

Minns. " Good Ged l" 

Minns follows Sprm&E about, and thinks him the greatest and 
wisest of human beings. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX, 

CLUB SNOBS. 

^HY does not some great author write " The Mysteries of the Club 
Houses ; or St. James's Street unveiled.'' It would be a fine 
subject for an imaginative writer. We must all, as boys, remember 
when we went to the fair, and had spent all our money — ^the sort of 
awe and anxiety with which we loitered round the outside of the 
show, speculating upon the nature of the entertainment going on 
within. 
<^ Man is a Drama — of Wonder and Passion, and Mystery and 
.^^feanness, and Beauty and Truthfulness, and''EteiBtefa.' r^'TE^ch Bosom 
^> is. A JBopth jn Vanity^a^. But let us stop this capital st3'le, I should 
die if I kept it up for a column (a pretty thing a column all capitals 
would be, by the way). In a Club, though there mayn't be a soul of 
your acquaintance in the room, you have always the chance of 
watching strangers, and speculating on what is going on within those 
tents and curtains of their souls, their coats and waistcoats. This is a 
never-failing sport. Indeed I am told there are some Clubs in the 
town where nobody ever speaks to anybody. They sit in the coffee- 
room, quite silent, and watching each other. 

Yet how little you can tell from a man's outward demeanour ! 
Th^e 's a man at our Club — large, heavy, middle-aged — gorgeously 
dressed — rather bald — with lacquered boots — and a boa when he goes 
out ; quiet in demeanour, always ordering and consuming a T6cherclie 
little dinner, whom I have mistaken for Sir John Pocklinoton an}*- 
time these five years, and respected as a man with five hundred pounds 
per diem : and I find he is but a clerk in an office in the City, with not 
two hundred pounds income, and his name is Jubber. Sir John 
Pocklinoton was, on the contrary, the dirty little snuffy man 
who cried out so about the bad quality of the beer, and gi'umblcd at 
being overcharged .threehalfpence for a herring, seated at the next 
table to Jubber on the day when some one pointed the Baronet 
out to me. 
Take a different sort of mystery. I see, for instance, old Fawnev 
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Btealing round the rooms of the Club, with glusj, mesDinglna eyes, 
and an endless greasy simper — he fawaa on everybody he meets, and 
shakes hands with you, and blesses you, and betrays the most tender 
and aEtoniahing interest in youi welfare, Yoa know him to be a 
quack and a rogue, and he knows yon know it. Bat be wriggles on 
his way, and leaves a track of slimy flattery after him wherever he 
goes. Who con penetrate that man's mystery ? ^Vhat earthly good 
can he get from yon or me ? You don't know what is working tinder 
that leering tranquil mask. You have only the dim instinctive re- 
pnlsioQ that warns you, you are in the presence of a knave — beyond 
which &ct all Fawnby's soul is a secret to you. 

I think I like to speculate on the young men best. Theii play ia 
opener. You know the cards in their hand, as it were. Take, for 
example, Messrs. Spavin and Cockepur. 



« 



A spedmen or two of the above sort of yonng fellows may be found, 
I believe, at most Clubs. They know nobody. They bring a fine 
troell of cigars into the room with them, and Uiey growl together, in 
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8 oomer, about sporting matters. They recollect the history of that 
short period in which they have been ornaments of the world by the 
names of winning horses. As political men talk about '^ the Refonni 
year," ^' the year the Whigs went out," and so forth, these young 
sporting bucks spesk of Tarnation^ s year, or Opodeldocs year, or the 
year when Catawampus ran second for the Chester Cup. They play 
at billiards in the morning, they absorb pale ale for breakfast, and 
*^top up" with glasses of strong waters. They read Bell's Life 
(and a very pleassnt paper too, with a great deal of erudition in the 
answers to correspondents). They go down to Tattebsalii's, and 
swagger in the Park, with their luuids plunged in the pockets of thek 
paletots. 

^ '' What strikes me especially in the outward demeanour of sportii^ 
/ youth is their amazing gravity, their conciseness of speech, and care- 
\^ wonx and moody air. In the smoking-room at the Regent, when Joe 
1!^iLLERsoN will be setting the whole room in a roar with laughter, 
you hear young Messrs. Spavin and Cockspur grumbling together 
in a comer. '^ 1 '11 take your five-and-twenty to one about Brother to 
Bluenose," whispera Spavin. " Can't do it at the price," Cockspur 
says, wagging his head ominously. The betting-book is always 
present in the minds of those unfortunate youngsters. I think I hate 
that work even more than the Peerage. There is some good in the 
latter — ^though, generally speaking, a vain record ; though De 
Muggins is not descended from the giant Hogyn Mogyn ; though 
half the other genealogies are equally false and foolish ; yet the 
mottoes are good reading — some of them ; and the book itself a sort of 
gold-laced and liveried lackey to History, and in so for serviceable. 
^- ^ut what good ever came out of, or went into, a betting-book ? If I 
could be Caliph Omar for a week, I would pitch every one of 
those despicable manuscripts into the flames ; from my Lord's, who 
is ''in" with Jack Snaffle's stable, and is over-reaching worse- 
informed rogues and swindling greenhorns ; down to Sam's, the 
butcher-boy's, who books eighteen-penny odds in the tap-room, and 
*' stands to win five-and-twcnty bob." 

In a turf transaction, either Spavin or Cockspur would try to get 
the better of his father, and, to gain a point in the odds, victimise his 
best friends. One day we shall hear of one or other levanting ; an 
event at which, not being sporting men, we shall not break our hearts. 
See — Mr. Spavin is settling his toilette previous to departure ; giving 
a curl in the glass to his side-wisps of hair. Look at him ! It is 
only at the hulks, or among turf-men, that you ever see a foceso mean, 
so knowing and so gloomy. 

A much more humane being among the youthful Clubbists is the 



Lsdf-killii^ &iob. I saw Wioole just now i 
Miking to Waoole, his inseparable. 



Waggle- "'Pon Mr sonour, Wiaeix, she did." 

Wiggle. " Well, WAoaLa, ab voti sat so — I own i tbink sbb 

DID HOOK. AT MB BAISBB EWSLT. Wb'lL BEE XO-HIQBT, AT IBB 

Fbsnvh flat." 

And baring arrajed their little pereoDB, these two bannlen ycmng 
bucks go up-stairs to dinner. 
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CHAPTER XL. 

CLUB SNOBS, 

T)OTH sorts of young men, mentioned in my last under the flippant 
-^ names of Wiogle and Wagolb, may be found in tolerable plenty, I 
think, in Clubs. Wiggle and Waggle are both jjjfi -Th«y come 
of the middle classes. One of them very likely maEes believe to be a 
barrLstefjlinS'theotHer has smart apartments about Piccadilly. They 
are a sort of second-chop dandies ; they cannot imitate that superb 
listlessness of demeanour, and that admirable vacuous folly which 
distinguishes the noble and high-bom chiefs of the race ; but they 
lead lives almost as bad (were it but for the example), and are per- 
sonally quite as useless. I am not going to arm a thunderbolt, and 
launch it at the heads of these little Pall Mall butterflies. They 
don t commit much public harm, or private extravagance. They 
don't spend a thousand pounds for diamond ear-rings for an Opera- 
dancer, as Lord Tarquin can : neither of them ever set up a public- 
house or broke tbe bank of a gambling-club, like the young Earl of 
Martingale. They have good points, kind feelings, and deal 
honourably in money-transactions— only in their characters of men of 
second-rate pleasure about town, they and their like ai'e so utterly 
mean, self-contented, and absurd, that they must not be omitted in a 
work treating on Snobs. 

Wiggle has been abroad, where he gives you to understand that 
his success among the German countesses and Italian princesses, 
whom he met at the tables d^hSte^ was perfectly terrific. His rooms 
are hung round with pictures of actresses and ballet-dancers. He 
passes his mornings in a fine dressing-gown, burning pastilles, and 
reading Don Juan and French novels (by the way, the life of the 
author of Don Juan^ as described by himself, was the model of the 
life of a Snob). He has twopenny-halfpenny French prints of women 
with languishing eyes, dressed in dominoes^ — guitars, gondolas, and 
so forth, — and tells you stories about them* 
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'* It's a bad print/' says he, ** I know, bat Vre a reason for liking it. 
It reminds me of somebody — somebody I knew in other climesi You 
have heard of the Principessa di Montb Pulgiako ? I met her at 
Rimini, Dear, dear Francesoa ! That fair-haired, bright-eyed 
thing in the Bird of Paradise and the Turkish Simar with the love- 
bird on her finger, I 'm snre must have been token from — ^from some~ 
body perhaps whom you don t know^-but she 's known at Munich, 
Waggle, my boy, — everybody knows the Countess Ottilia m 
SuLENSGHRECKENSTEiN. Gad, Sir, what a beautiful creature she was 
when I dauced with her on the birthday of Prince Attila of Bavaria, 
in '44. Prince Carloman was our vis-d-vis^ and Prince Pepin 
danced the same contredanse. She had a polyanthus in her bouquet. 
Waggle, / have it now,'* His countenance assumes an agonised and 
mysterious expression, and he buries lus head in the sof^ cushions, 
as if plunging into a whirlpool of passionate recollections. 

Last year he made a considerable sensation, by having on his table 
a morocco miniature-case locked by a gold key, which he always 
wore round his neck, and on which was stamped a serpent — emblem of 
eternity — with the letter M in the circle. Sometimes he laid this 
upon his little morocco writing-table, as if it were on an altar— ^ 
generally he had flowers upon it — ^in the middle of a conversation he 
would start up and kiss it. He would call out from his bed-room to 
his valet, ^' Hicks, bring me my casket !" 

*' I don't know who it is," Waggle would say. " Who does know 
that fellow's intrigues ! Desborough Wiggle, Sir, is the slave of 
passion. I suppose you have heard the story of the Italian princess 
locked up in the Convent of Saint Barbara, at Rimini — he hasn t told 
you; then I'm not at liberty to speak — or the countess, about whom 
he nearly had the duel with Prince Witikind of Bavaria ? Perhaps 
you hav'n t even heard about that beautiful girl at Pentonville, 
daughter of a most respectable dissenting clerg3rman. She broke her 
heart when she found he was engaged (to a most lovely creature of 
high family, who afterwards proved false to him), and she 's now in 
Hanwell." 

Waggle's belief in his friend amounts to frantic adoration. 
^^ What a genius he is, if he would but apply himself ! " he whispers 
to me. ^^ Ho could be anything. Sir, but for^his passions. His poems 
are the most beautiful things you ever saw. He 's written a con- 
tinuation of Don Jfian, from his own adventures. Did you ever read 
his lines to Mart ? They 're superior to Byron, Sir — superior to 
Byron." 

I was glad to hear this from so accomplished a critic as Waggle ; 



156 THE SNOBS OF ENGLAND. 

for the fact is, I liad composed the verses myself for honest Wigoi^e 
one day, whom I found at his chambers plunged In thought over a 
very dirty old-fiishioned album, in which he had not as yet written a 
single word. 

<^ I can't," says he. ^^ Some days I can write whole cantos, and 
to-day not a line. O, Snob ! such an opportunity ! Such a divine 
creature ! She 'a asked me to write verses for her album, and I 
cant. 

*' Is she rich ? " said I. ^ I thought you would never marry any 
but an heiress." 

^* O, Snob ! she 's the most accomplished, highly -connected creature ! 
—and I can't get out a line." 

" How will you have it," says I : *' hot with sugar ? '* 

*^ Don't, 4on't ! You trample on the most sacred feelings, Snob. 
I want something wild and tender, — ^like Byron. I want to tell her 
that amongst the festive halls, and that sort of thing, you know — I 
only think about her, you know — ^that I scorn the world, and am 
weary of it, you know^ and — something about a gazelle, and a bulbul, 
you know." 

'* And a yataghan to finish off with," the present writer observed, 
and we began : — 

TO MARY. 

I seem, in the midst of the crowd. 

The lightest of all ; 
My laughter rings cheery and loud. 

In banquet and ball. 
My lip hath its smiles and its sneers. 

For all men to see ; 
But my soul, and my truth, and my tears. 

Are for thee, are for thee ! 



<( Do you call that neat. Wiggle 1 ** says I. /^ I declare it almost 
makes me cry, myself." 

'^ Now suppose," says Wiggle, '^ we say that all the world is at 
my feet — ^make her jealous, you know, and that sort of thing — and 
that — that I 'm going to travely you know. That perhaps may work 
upon her feelings.'' 
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So We (as this wretched prig said) began again : — 

Around me they flatter and fawn — 

The young and the old. 
The fairest are ready to pawn 

Their hearts for my gold. 
They sue me — I laugh as I spurn 

The slaves at my knee, 
But in faith, and in fondness, I turn 

Unto thee, unto thee ! 

*' Now for the travelling, Wiggle, my boy ! " and I began, in a 
Yoice choked with emotion — 

Awagr ! for my heart knows no rest 

Since you taught it to feel ; 
The secret must die in my breast 

I born to reveal ; 
The passion I may not * * 



" I siqr, Snob ! " Wiggle here interrupted the excited bard (just 
as I was about to break out into four lines so pathetic that they would 
drive you into hysterics). " 1 say — ahem— couldn't you say that I 
-military man, and that there was some danger of my life ? " 
You a military man ? — danger of your life ? What the deuce 
do you mean ? " 

" Why," said Wiggle, blushing a good deal. " I told her I was 
going out— on — the— Ecuador — expedition." 

*'You abominable young impostor," I exclaimed. "Finish the 
poem for yourself! " And so he did, and entirely out of all metre, 
and bragged about the work at the Club as his own performance. 

Poor Waggle fully believed in his friend's genius, until one day 
last week he came with a grin on his countenance to the Club and 
said, " O, Snob, I 've made such a discovery ! Groing down to the 
skating to-day, whom should I see but Wiggle walking with that 
splendid woman — ^that lady of illustrious family and immense fortune, 
Mabt, you know, whom he wrote the beautifol verses about. She 's 
five-and -forty. She's red hair. She's a nose like a pump-handle* 
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Her father naile hU fortnne by keeping & ham-and-bcef «liop, — and 
WiauLB 'b going to nmny her next week." 



" So much the better, Waoole, my young friend,' I exclaimed. 

" Better for the sake of womankind that this dangerous dog Bhould 
leave off lady-killing — tliia Blue-Beard give up practice. Or, better 
rather for his own sake. For aa there is not & word of truth in any of 
those prodigious love-stories which you used to awallow : nobody has 
been hurt except Wiqgle himself, whoso affections will now centre 
in the ham-and-beef shop. There are people, Mr. Waqolk, who do 
these things in earnest, and hold a good tank in the world too. Bnt 
these are not subjects for ridicule, and though certainly Snobe, are 
KonndreU likewiae. Their cases go up to a higher Court." 
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CHAPTER XLI. 

CLUB BNOSa. 



TiAcoHus ia the diTinity to whom Waoole devotca his especial 
^ wonbip. " Give me wine, my boy," says he to his frieod Wiqole, 
frho is prating about lovely woman ; and holds up his glass full of the 
ro^ fluid and winks at it portentondy, and nps it, and smacks his 
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lips after it, and meditates on it, as if he were the greatest of 
connoisseurs. 

I have remarked this excessive wine-amateurship especially in 
youth. Snoblings from College, Fledglings from the army, Goslings 
from the public schools, who ornament our Clubs, are frequently to 
be heard in great force upon wine questions. *' This bottle 's corked," 
says Snoblino ; and Mr. Sly, the butler, taking it away, returns pre- 
sently with the same wine in another jug, which the young amateur 
pronounces excellent. " Hang champagne 1 " says Fledgling, *' it 's 
only fit for gals and children. Give me pale sherry at dinner, and 
my twenty- three claret afterwards." " What's port now ? " says 
Gosling ; " disgusting thick sweet stuff — ^^\'here 's the old dry wine 
one tufed to getV Until the last twelvemonth. Fledgling drank 
small-beer at Doctor Swishtail's ; and Gosling used to get his dry 
old port at a gin-shop in Westminster — till he quitted that seminary, 
in 1844. 

Anybody who has looked at the caricatures of thirty yean ago, 
must remember how frequently bottle-noses, pimpled faces, and other 
Bardolphian features are introduced by the designer. They are much 
more rare now (in nature, and in pictures, therefore) than in those 
good old times ; but there are still to be found among^ the youth of 
our Clubs, lads who glory in drinking-bouts, and whose faces, quite 
sickly and yellow, for tl»5 most part are decorated with those marks 
which Rowland's Kalydor is said to efface. " I was so cut last night 
—old boy ! " Hopkins says to Tomkinb (with amiable confidence). '' I 
tell you what we did. We breakfasted with Jack Herring at twelve, 
and kept up with brandy and soda-water and weeds till four ; then 
we toddled into the Park for an hour; then we dined and drank 
mulled Port till half-price; then we looked in fi>r an hour at the 
Haymarket; then we came back to the Club, and had grills and 
whisky punch till all was blue. — Hullo, waiter ! Get me a glass of 
cherry-brandy." Club waiters, the civillest, the kindest, the patientest 
of men, die under the infliction of these cruel young topers. But if 
the reader wishes to see a perfect picture on the stage of this class of 
young fellows, I would recommend him to witness the ingenious 
comedy of London Assurance — the amiable heroes of which are repre- 
sented, not only as drunkards and five-o'clock-in-the-morning men, 
but as showing a hundred other delightful traits of swindling, lying, 
and general debauchery, quite edifying to witness. 

How different is the conduct of these outrageous youths to the 
decent behaviour of my friend, Mr. Papworthy; who says to 
PoppiNS, the butler at the Club : — 



CLttB BNOBS. IGl 

Papworlhg, PoppiKs, 1 'm thinking of dining eariy ; it there any 
«old gome in the house ? 



Popping, There's s game pie, Sir; thero'6coIdgrouee,Sir; there's 
cold pheasant. Sir ; there's cold peacock. Sir; cold swao, Gir; cold 
ostrich, Sir; &<:. &e. (as the case may be). 

PapviOTthy, Hem! What's your best claret now, Poppins! — in 
pints I mean. 

Poppint. There's Cooper and Maqnub's LafBtte, Sir; there's 
Lath and Sawsdst's St. Jullien, Sir; Bukq's Leoville is consi- 
dered remarkably fine ; and 1 think you'd like Juooer's Chateau- 
Margaux. 

Papaorthi/. Ham ! — hah ! — well — giye me a crast of bread and a 
glass of beer. I '11 only lunch, Foppins. 
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', Capt. Shindy Uwiother sort of Clab bore. Hutyoabdnddallthe 
Ciub in an uproar about 



" Look jit it, Sir ! Is it cookeb, Sir? Smbll it, Sm ! Is ir 
MEAT PIT FOR A GENTLEMAN t" ho KiaTS out to the Steward, **" 
stands tremUing before bim, «id who in vain tells him ibet tbe 
£iBHOP OF BuLLocKsuiTHV bas juat had three from the same loin. AU 
tile waitPTs in all the Club are hnddled round Ihe Captain's nmtton- 
chop. He Toars out the most harr[ble curses at John for not bringing 
the pickles; he utters (he most dreadful oaths because Thomas has 
not arrived with the Harvey sauce; Pbtbr conies tumbling with the 
water-jug over Jiiiahgb, who is bringing " the glittering canisters with 
bread." Whenever Shindy enters the room (nuch is the force of 



cbftncter) vnty table is deserted, every gnntlemsn matt diiio ai he 
best may, and all those big footmen are in terror. 

He makes his accoant of it. He scolds, and ia better waited npon 
in consequence. At the Club he has ten seiranti Bondding about to 
do his bidding. 

Poor Mrs. SHiin>Y and the children are, meanwhile, in dingy 
lod^ga somenhere, waited upon by a charity gjri, in pattens. 



CHAPTER XLII. 

CI0B SNOBS. 

VEST well-bred English female will 

sympathise with the snbject of the 

liarrowing tale, the histoiy of Sabk- 

TiLLB MiTNE, I am aow aboat to 

recount. The pleasures of Clubs hare 

i been epoken of: let us now glance for 

' a moment at the dangers of thcaeiiuti- 

rulions, and for this parpoaa I most 

introduoe yea to my young acquainb' 

anoe, Saokviu-s Maine. 

I It was at a ball at the house of my 

[ rtqiccted friend, Mrs. Ps^ihs, that I 

was Introduced to this gentleman and 

his charming lady. Seeing a young 

'. creature befiire me in a whUe dross, 

with white satin shoes ; with a pink. 

ribbon, about a yard in breadth, flaming 

out aa she twiried in a Polka in the arm* of Monsibdr.db SprihO' 

BOOK, the G«man diplomatist ; with a greoi wi<eaUi on her head, 

and the blackest hair this individual ever aet eyes on— eaeiug, I mj, 

before me a charming youag woman, whiskkig beaatifolly in & 

beautiful donoe, and preaeBting, as she wound and wonnd round the 

rooni, now a^full face, tilen a three-qnaiter face, then a profile— a 

face, ;n fine, which, in every way you saw it, looked pretty, aud roay, 

and happy, 1 felt (as I tnul] a not unbccraaing curiosity r^«rdingtlie 

owner of this pleasant cotmtenanoe, and asked Waslet (who was 
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Standing by, in oonveisation with an acquaintance) Who was the lady 
in question ? 

" Which ?* says Waoley. 

'^ That one with the coal-black eyes," I replied 

*'^ Hush," says he, and the gentleman with whom he was talking 
moved off, with rather a discomfited air. 

When he was gone Waoley burst out laughing. ^' CoaHlacik 
eyes ! " said he ; ^^ you 've just hit it. That *s Mrs. Sacktilus 
Maine, and that was her husband who just went away. He 's a coal- 
merchant, Snob, my boy, and I have no doubt Mr. Perkins's Walls- 
ends are supplied from his wharf. He is in a flaming furnace when 
he hears co^ mentioned. He and his wife and his mother are very 
proud of Mrs. Sackville's family ; she was a Miss Chuff, daughter 
of Captain Chuff, R.N. That is the widow ; that stout woman, in 
crimson tabinet, battling about the odd trick with old Mr. Dumps, at 
the card-table." 

And so, in fact, it was. Sackville Maine (whose name is a 
hundred times more elegant, surely, than that of Chuff) was blest 
with a pretty wife, and a genteel mother-in-law, both of whom some 
people may envy him. 

Soon after his marriage the old lady was good enough to come and 
pay him a visit — just for a fortnight — at his pretty little cottage, 
Kennington Oval ; and, such is her affection for the place, has never 
quitted it these four years. She has also brought her son, Nelson* 
CoLLiNGwooD Chuff, to livc with her; but he is not so much at 
home as his mamma, going as a day-boy to Merchant Tailors' School, 
where he is getting a sound classical education. 

If these beings, so closely allied to his wife, and so justly dear to 
her, may be considered as drawbacks to Maine's happiness, what 
man is there that has not some things in life to complain of? And 
when I first knew Mr. Maine, no man seemed more comfortable than 
he. His cottage was a picture of elegance and comfort ; his table 
and cellar were excellently and neatly supplied. There was every 
enjoyment, but no ostentation. The omnibus took him to business of 
a morning ; . the boat brought him back to the happiest of homes, 
where he would while away the long evenings by reading out the 
fashionable novels to the ladies as they worked ; or accompany his 
wife on the flute (which he played elegantly) ; or in any one of the 
hundred pleasing and innocent amusements of the domestic drcle. 
Mrs. Chuff covered the drawing-rooms with prodigious tapestries, 
the work of her hands. Mrs. Sackville had a particular genius for 
making covers of tape or net-work for these tapestried cushions. She 
could make home-made wines. She could make preserves and pickles. 
She had an album, into which, during the time of his courtship. 
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Saokville Maine had written choice scraps of Btron and Moore*8 
poetry, analogous to his own situation, and in a fine mercantile han^. 
She had a large manuscript receipt-book — every quality, in a word, 
which indicated a yirtuous and well-bred English female mind. 

**• And as for Nelson Coixingwood,'* Sackyille would say, laughing, 
<' we couldn t do without him in the house. If he didn't spoil the 
tapestry we should be orer-cushioned in a few months ; and whom 
could we get but him to drink Laura's home-made wine 1 " The truth 
is, the gents who came from the City to dine at the Oval could not be 
induced to drink it — ^in which fastidiousness, I myself, when I grew 
to bo intimate with the famUy, confess that I shared. 

^^And yet, Sir, that green ginger has been drunk by some of 
England's proudest heroes," Mrs. Chuff would exclaim ; '^ Admiral 
Lord Exmouth tasted and praised it, Sir, on board Captain Chuff's 
ship, the Nebuchadnezzar^ 74, at Algiers ; and he had three dozen 
with him in the Pitchfork frigate, a part of which was served out to 
the men, before he went into his immortal action with the Furibondey 
Captain Choufleur, in the Gulf of Panama." 

All this, though the old dowager told us the story every day when 
the wine was produced, never served to get rid of any quantity of it — 
and the green ginger, though it had fired British tars for combat 
and victory, was not to the taste of us peaceful and degenerate gents 
of modem times. 

I see Saokville now, as on the occasion when presented by Wagley, 
I paid my first visit to him. It was in July — a Sunday afternoon — 
Saokville Maine was coming from church, with his wife on one arm, 
and his mother-in-law (in red tabinet, as usual) on the other. A 
half-grown, or hobbadehoyish footman, so to speak, walked after 
them, carrying their shining golden prayer-books — the ladies had 
splendid parasols with tags and fringes. Mrs. Chuff's great gold 
watch, fastened to her stomach, gleamed there like a ball of fire. 
Nelson Collingwood was in the distance, shying stones at an old 
horse on Kennington Common. 'Twas on that verdant spot we met — 
nor can I ever forget the majestic courtesy of Mrs. Chuff, as she 
remembered having had the pleasure of seeing me at Mrs. Perkins's 
—nor the glance of scorn which she threw at an unfortunate gentleman 
who was preaching an exceedingly desultory discourse to a sceptical 
audience of omnibus-cads and nurse-maids, on a tub, as we passed by. 
*' I cannot help it, Sir," says she ; " I am the widow of an ofiScer of 
Britain's Navy : I was taught to honour my Church and my £dng : 
and I cannot bear a Radical, or a Dissenter." 

With these fine principles I found Saokvtlle Maine impressed. 
*' Wagley," said he, to my introducer, " if no better engagement, 
why shouldn't self and friend dine at the Oval? Mr, Snob, Sir, the 
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mutton 'b comiog off the spit at Hub very miniite. LAimA and Mas. 
CflVFF, (he «aid Laurar and Mrs. Chuff ; but I hate people who 
make remarks on these peculiarities of pronunciation^) will be meet 
happy to see you ; and I can promiae you a hearty welcome, and as 
good, a glass of port-wine as any in England." 

'' This is better than dining at the Sarcophagus," thinks I to 
myself, at which club Waoley and 1 had intended to take our meal ; 
and so we accepted the lundly invitation, whence arose afterwards a 
oonaiderable intimacy. 

Everything about this &mily and house was so good-natured, com- 
fortable, and well-conditioned, ^at a Cynic would hare ceased to growl 
there. Mas. Laura was all graciousness and smiles, and looked to as 
great advantage in her pretty morning gown as in her dress robe at 
Mas. Perkinses. Mrs. Chuff fired off her stories about the Nebu- 
ebadnezasar^ 74, the action between the Pitchfork and the Furibonde 
— ^the heroic resistance of Captain Choufleur, and the quantity of 
snuff he took, &c., &c. ; which, as they were heard for the first time, 
were pleasanter than I have subsequently found them. Sackvili.b 
Mains was the best of hosts. He agreed in everything everybody 
said, altering his opinions without the slightest reservation upon the 
sb'ghtest possible contradiction. He was not one of those beings who 
would emulate a Schonbein or Friar Bacon, or act the part of an 
incendiary towards the Thames, his neighbour — ^but a good, kind, 
simple, honest, easy fellow — in love with his wife — well-disposed to 
all the world — content with himself, content even with his mother- 
in-law. Nelson Collinowood, I remember, in the course of the 
evening, when whisky-and- water was for some reason produced, grew 
a little tipsy. This did not in the least move Sackvillb's equanimity. 
" Take him up-stairs, Joseph," said he to the hobbadehoy, " and — 
Joseph — don't tell his mamma." 

What could make a man so happily disposed unhappy? What 
could cause discomfort, bickering, and estrangement in a family 
so friendly and united ? Ladies, it was not my fault — it was 
Mrs. Chufji's doing — but the rest of the tale you shall have on a 
future day. 
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CHAPTER XLIII. 

CLUB SNOBS. 

rraE misfortune which hefel the simple and good-natnTed young 
^ Sacktille, arose entirely from that ahominable Sarcophagus 
Club ; and that he ever entered it was partly the fault of the present 
writer. 

For seeing Mbs. Chuff, his mother-in-law, had 'a taste for the 
genteel — (indeed, her talk was all about Lord Collinowood, Lord 
Gambier, Sir Jahaleel Brenton, and the Gosport and Plymouth 
balls) — ^Wagley and I, according to our wont, trumped her conver- 
sation, and talked about Lords, Dukes, Marquises, and Baronets, as if 
those dignitaries were our familiar friends. 

*' Lord Sextonbury," says I, " seems to have recovered her 
Ladyship's death. He and the Duke were very jolly over their wine 
at the Sarcophagus last night ; weren't they, Wagley ?" 

** Good ffellow, the Duke," Wagley replied. *' Pray Ma'am (to 
Mrs. Chofp), you who know the world and etiquette, will you tell 
me what ought a man to do in my case? Last June, His Grace, his 
son Lord Castlbrajmtpant, Tom Smith, and myself were dining at 
the Club, when I offered the odds against Daddylonglegis ior the 
Derby — ^forty to one, in sovereigns only. His Grace took the bet, and 
of course I won. He has never paid me. Now, can I ask such a 
great man for a sovereign ? — One more lump of sugar, if you please, 
my dear Madam." 

It was lucky Wagley gave her this opportunity to elude the ques- 
tion, for it prostrated the whole worthy family among whom we 
were. They telegraphed each other with wondering eyes. Mrs. 
Chuff's stories about the naval nobility grew quite faint : and kind 
little Mrs. Saokville became uneasy, and went up-statrs to look 
at the diildren — ^not at that young monster. Nelson Collinowood, 
who was sleeping off the whisky-^and-water — but at a couple of little 
ones who had made their appearance at dessert, and of whom she and 
Baokville were the happy parents. 



The end of this and subseq^eiit meetings with Mr. Majke was, 
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that we proposed and got him elected as a memher of the 8ansophagii» 
Club. 

It was not done without a deal of opposition— -the seciet haTing- 
been whispered that the candidate was a ooal-merchant. You may be 
sure some of the proud people and most of the parrenus of the Club 
were ready to black-ball him. We combated this opposition success- 
fully, howerer. We pointed out to the parvenus that the Lambtonb 
and the Stuarts sold coals : we mollified the proud by accounts of 
his good birth, good nature, and good behaviour ; and Waoley went 
about on the day of election, describing with great eloquence, the 
action between the Pitchfork and the FuribondCy and the valour of 
Captain Maine, our fiiend*s father. There was a slight mistake in 
the narrative ; but we carried our man, with only a trifling sprinkling 
of black beans in the boxes: Btles's, of course, who black-balls 
everbody : and Bung's, who looks down upon a ooal-merciuuit, 
having himself lately retired from the wine trade. 

Some fortnight afterwards I saw Sackville Maine under the 
following circumstances : — 

He was showing the Club to his family. He had brought them 
thither in the light-blue fly, waiting at the Club door ; with Mrs* 
Chuff's hobbadehoy footboy on the box, by the side of the flyman, in 
a sham livery. Nelson Collingwood; pretty Mrs. Sackville; 
Mrs. Captain Chuff (Mrs. Commodore Chuff we call her), were 
all there; the latter, of course, in the vermilion tabinet, which, 
splendid as it is, is nothing in comparison to the splendour of the 
Sarcophagus. The delighted Sackville Maine was pointing out the 
beauties of the place to them. It seemed as beautiful as Paradise to 
that little party. 

The Sarchophagus displays every known yariety of architecture 
and decoration. The great library is Elizabethan ; the small library 
is pointed Gothic; the dining-room is severe Doric; the strangers' 
room has an Egyptian look ; the drawing-rooms are Louis Quatorzk 
(so called because the hideous ornaments displayed were used in the 
time of Louis Quinze) ; the cortile^ or hall, is Morisco-Italian. It is 
all over marble, maplewood, looking-glasses, arabesques, ormolu, and 
scagliola. Scrolls, ciphers, dragons, Cupids, polyanthuses, and other 
flowers writhe up the walls in every kind of comucopiosity. Fancy 
every gentleman in Jullien's band playing with all his might, and 
each performing a different tune; the ornaments at our Club, the 
Sarcophagus, so bewilder and afiect me. Dazzled with emotions 
which I cannot describe, and which she dared not reveal, Mrs. Cbuff^ 
followed by her children and son-in-law, walked wondering amongst 
these blundering splendours. 

In the great library (225 feet long by 150) the only man Mrs. 



Cbiti'I' saw, was Twos. He wta lying on a crimson-Telvet soft, 
reading a French noTel of Pavl i>b Kock. It was a very little book. 



He is a very little man. In that enormous hall he looked like a 
mere speck. As the ladies passed breathless and trembling in the 
Tastness of the magnificent solitude, he threw a knowing, killinj; 
glanco at the fair strangers, as much as to say, " Ain't I a fine fellow ? " 
They thought so, I am sure. 
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^^ Who is that ? " hisses oat Mrs. Chuff, when we were about &&y 
yards off him at the other end of the room. 

" Tioos ! " says I, in a similar whisper. 

" Pretty comfortable this, isn't it, my dear ? " says Maine in a free 
and easy way to Mrs. Saokville ; ^' all the magazines, you. sec ■ 
writing materials — new works— choice library, containing every work 
of importance — what have we here 1 — ' Duao ale's Monasticon,' a most 
valuable^ and I believe, entertaining book." 

And proposing to take down one of the books for Mrs. Maine's 
inspection, he selected Volume VII., to which he was attracted by the 
singular fact, that a brass door-handle grew out of the back. Instead 
of pulling out a book, however, he pulled open a cupboard, only- 
inhabited by a lazy housemaid's broom and duster, at which he 
looked exceedingly discomfited — while Nelson Collinowood, losing 
all respect, burst into a roar of laughter. 

" That 's the rummest book I ever saw," says Nelson. " I wish 
we 'd no others at Merchant 'Tailors*." 

'' Hush, Nelson," cries Mrs. Chi^ff, and we •'went into the other 
magnificent apartments. 

How they did admire the ^dianviiig-room hangings, (pink and silver 
brocade, most eaceellent wear ibr London,) and calculated the price 
per yard; and rey^^<>on theiioxurious sofiis; and gazed ooa'tlie 
immeasurable loetsiog^-glasses. 

". Pretty welL*o shave by, ehl " says Maine to his motherwin-Iaw. 
(He was getting' moreabominiibly conceited every minute). ^^ Get 
away, Sackville/' lays she, qt^e delighted, :and threwia.]§^ance over 
her shoulder, and^ppnad out the wii^ of the red tabinet, and took a 
good look at hersdf ; so did Mrs. ^aokvslle — just one, and I thought 
the glass reflected a very smiling, pretty creature. 

But what 's a woman at a looking glass ? Bless the little dears, it's 
their place. They fly to it naturally. It pleases them, and ^ey 
adorn it. What I like to see, and watch with increanng joy and 
adoration, is the Clttb^naniat the great looking-glasses. Old Gills 
pushing up his c(dUtrs4ind grimnag at his own mottled fiice. Hvlkbr 
looking solemnly at his great person, and tightening his coat to give 
himself a waist. Fred. Minchin simpenng by as he is going out to 
dine, and casting upon the reflection of his white neck-cloth a pleased 
moony smile. What a deal of vanity that Club mirror has reflected, 
to be sure ! 

Well, the ladies went through the whole establishment with perfect 
pleasure. They beheld the coffee-rooms, and the little tables laid for 
dinner, and the gentlemen who were taking their lunch, and old 
Jawkins thundering away as usual ; they saw the readiog^roMns, and 
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the mah for the eTeaing papen; they saw the kitchenfr— those wonders 
of art — ^where the Chef was presiding over twenty pretty kitchen- 
maids, and ten thousand shining saucepans ; and they got into the 
light-blue fly perfectly bewildered with pleasure. 

Sacktille did not enter it, though little Lauaa took the back seat 
on purpose, and left him the front place alongside of Mas. Chuff's 
red tabinet. 

" We have your feivourite dinner," says she, in a timid voice ; 
'^ won't you come, Sackville ?" 

'' I shall take a chop here to-day, my dear/' SaokyiIiLe replied. 
*^ Home, James.*' And he went up the steps of the Sarcophagus, 
and the pretty £ace looked yery sad out of the carriage, as the blue fly 
drove away. 



CHAPTER XLIV, 

CLUB SNOBS. 

WHY — why did 1 and Wagley ever do so cnael an action, as to 
introduce young Sackville Maine into that odious Sarco- 
phagus ! Let our imprudence and his example be a warning to other 
gents ; let his fftte and that of his poor wife be remembered by every 
British female. The consequences of his entering the Club were as 
follow : — 

One of the first vices the unhappy wretch acquired in this abode of 
frivolity was that of smoking. Some of the dandies of the Club, such 
as the Marquis of Maoabaw, Lord Doobebn, and fellows of that 
high order, are in the habit of indulging in this propensity up*stairs 
in the billiard- rooms of the Sarcophagus— and, partly to make their 
acquaintance, partly from a natural aptitude for crime, Sackville 
Maine followed them, and became an adept in the odious custom. 
Wh^e it is introduced into a family I need not say how sad the con- 
sequences are, both JjLJthe^funiltyj^^Q^^. ^ the mo;:iUs. Sackville 
smoked in his'Sming-room at home, and caused an agony to his wife 
and motheivin-law which I do not venture to describe. 

He then beoame a professed UUMtd'player^ wasting hooxs upon 
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honn at tbat amusement ; betting freely, playing tolerably, losing* 
awfully to Captain Spot and Col. Cannon. He played matches of 
a hundred games with these gentlemen, and would not only continue 
until four or five o'clock in the morning at this work, but would be 
found at the Club of a forenoon, indulging himself to the detriment of 
his business, the rain of his health, and the neglect of his wife. 

From billiards to whist is but a step— and when a man gets to 
whist and five pounds on the rubber, my opinion is, that it is all up 
with him. How was the coal business to go on, and the connexion 
of the firm to be kept up, and the senior partner always at the 
card-table ? 

Consorting now with genteel persons and Fall Mall bucks, 
' Sackvtlle became ashamed of his snug little residence in Kennington 
Oval — and transported his &mily to Pimlico — ^where, though Mrs. 
Chuff, his mother-in-law, was at first happy, as the quarter was 
elegant and near her Sovereign, poor little Laura and the children 
found a woeful difference. Where were her friends who came in 
with their work of a morning? — At Kennington and in the vicinity of 
Clapham. Where were her children's little playmates 1 — ^On Ken- 
nington Common. The great thundering carriages that roared up and 
down the drab-coloured streets of the new quarter, contained no 
friends for the sociable little Laura. The children that paced the 
squares, attended by a Bonne or a prim governess, were not like 
those happy ones that flew kites, or played hop-scotch, on the well- 
beloved old Common. And ah ! what a difference at Church, too ! — 
between St. Benedict's of Pimlico, with open seats, service in sing- 
song — tapers — albs^-surplices — ^garlands and processions, and the 
honest old ways of Kennington ! The footmen, too, attending St. 
Benedict's were so splendid and enormous, that James, Mrs. Chuff s 
boy, trembled amongst them, and said he would give warning rather 
than carry the books to that church any more. 

The furnishing of the house was not done without expense. 

& And, ye gods ! what a difference there was between Sackville s 

:1 dreary French banquets in Pimlico, and the jolly dinners at the Oval f 

i No morelegsofmutton, no more of "the best port- wine in England ;" 

^hnt entrees on plate, and dismal twopenny champagne, and waiters in 

gloves, and the Club bucks for company — among whom Mrs. Chuff 

was uneasy and Mrs. Sackville quite silent. 

Not that he dined at home often. The wretch had become a per- 
fect epicure, and dined commonly at the Club with the gormandizing 
clique there ; with old Dr. Maw, Colonel Cramley, (who is as 
lean as a greyhound and has jaws like a jack,) and the rest of them. 
Here you might see the wretch, tippling Sillery champagne and 



gorgjng himtelf with French viands ; and I often looked with borow 
from mj table (on which cold meat, the Club small-beer, and a half- 
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pint of Marsala form the modest banquet), and sighed to thmk it was 
my work. 

And there were other beings present to my repentant thoughts. 
Where 'e his wife, thought I ? Where 's poor, good, kind little Lavra ? 
At this very moment — it 'a about the nurseiy bed'time, and while 
yonder good-for-nothing is swilling his wine — the little ones are at 
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Laura's kncra lupiug their prsjen; and Bhe is teulung t 
say— 



"PBHt-fiOO BLE«»-l'^ 



When she has put them to bai.'.]ifiF:da;r"'^'o*''piiiKmri3^iw^ asd-. 
she ia utterly lonely all night, fmd ead^'and v^atias forrbtai^ 
O for shame ! for sharac ! Go home, thou idle tippler. 

How Saokville lost hia health ; how he loat his buunesfi ; how he 
l^t into scrapes ; how he got into debt ; how he became a railroad 
director ; how the Pimlico house was shut up ; how he went to 
Boulogne, — all this I conld tell, only I am too much ashamed of my 
part of the transaction. They returned to England, becaaee^ to the 
surprise of ereiybody, Mrs. CarpF came down with a great sum of 
money (which nobody knew she had saved) and paid lUs liiibilities. . 
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He is in England ; but at Kennington. His name is taken off the 
1)0oks of the Sarcophagus long ago. When we meet, he crosses over 
to the other side of the street ; and I don t call, as I should be sorry 
to see a look of reproach or sadness in Laura's sweet face. 



Not, however, all ct^, as I am proud to think, has been the influ- %/ 
ence of the Snob of England upon Clubs in general: — Caiptain K 
Shindy is afraid to bully the waiters any more, and eats his mutton- ^ 
chop without moving Acheron. Gobemouche does not take more 
than two papers at a time for his private reading. Tioos does not 
ring the bell and cause the library-waiter to walk about a quarter of 
a mile in order to give him Vol. II., which lies on the next table. 
Growler has ceased to walk from table to table in tise coffee-room, 
and inspect what people aie having for dinnec«-. Trokty Veck takes 
his own umbrella from the hall — the cotton oosf,. and Sidney 
Scraper's paletot lined with silk has been brought back' bjr Jobbins, 
who entirely mistook it for his own. Wagole haa > diacontinued 
telling stories about the ladies he has kiBed. Snooks '-doec not any 
more think it gentlemanlike to blackball attorneys. Snvffler no 
longer publicly spreads out his great red cotton pocket-handkerchief 
before the fire, for the admiration of two Imndred gentleman ; and if 
one Club Snob has been brought back to the paths of rectitude ; and 
if one poor John has been spared a journey or a scolding — say, friends 
and brethren, if these sketcJies of Club. Snobs have been iii»:yain ? 
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CHAPTER LAST. 

• — ow it is tliat we hiTe come to 

- No. 45 of t hig present seriea of 
papers, my d^ fiionds and 
brother Snobs, I hardly know 

— but for a whole mortal year 
liBve we been together, prat- 
tling:, and abusing the hmnan 
race; and were we to live 
for a hondred years more, I 
believe there is plenty of sub- 
ject for conversatioa in the 
enormona theme of Snobs. 
The national mind is 
'. awakened to the subject. 
' Letters ponr in every day, 
N conveying marks of sympa- 
y thy ; directing the attention 
' of the Snob of England to 

- races of Snobs yet undo- 
* scribed. " Where aro your 
' Theatrical Snobs; yonr Oom- 

mercial Snobs; your Medical 
and Chimrgical Snobs; your 
Official Snobs; your Legal Snobs; your Artiatical Snobs; yonr 
Musical Snobs ; yonr Sporting Snobs ? " write my esteemed cor- 
respondents : " Sorely you are not going to miss the Cambridge 
Chancellor election, and omit showing up your Son Snobs who ore 
coming, cap in hand, to a young- Prince of six-and-twenty, and to 
implore him to be the chief of their renowned University ? " writes a 
friend who seals with the signet of the Cam and IbIs Club : " Pray, 
pray," cries another, " now the Operas are opening, give ns a lectnra 
abont Omnibus Snobs." Indeed, I should like to write a chapter 
about the Snobbish Dons very much, and another about the Snobbish 
Dandies. Of my dear Theatrical Snobs I think with a pang; and 
I can hardly break away from some Snobbish artists, with whom 
I have long, long intended to have a palaver. 
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Bat what's the use of delaying? When these were done there 
would be fresh Snobs to ponrtray. The labour is endless. No single 
man oonld complete it. Here are but fifty-two bricks — and a pyramid 
to build. It is best to stop. As Jones always quits the room as 
soon as he has said his good thing,— as Cinoinnatus and General 
Washington both retired into private life in the height of their 
popularity, — as Prince Albert, when he laid the first stone of the 
Exchange, left the bricklayers to complete that edifice, and went home 
to his royal dinner, — as the poet Bonn comes forward at the end of 
the season, and with feelings too tumultuous to describe, blesses his 
kyind Mends over the footlights : so, friends, in the flush of conquest 
and the splendour of victory, amid the shouts and the plaudits of 
a people — triumphant yet modest — ^the Snob of England bids ye 
farewell. 

But only for a season. Not for ever. No, no. There is one ^ 
celebrated author whom I admire very much — ^who has been taking ^C 
leave of the public any time these ten years in his prefaces, and always ^^ 
comes back again when everybody is glad to see him. How can he 
have the heart to be saying good-bye, so often ? I believe that Bunn 
is afiected when he blesses the people. Parting is always painful. 
Even the familiar bore is dear to you. I should be sorry to shake 
hands even with Jawkins for the last time. I think a well-constituted 
convict, on coming home from transportation, ought to be rather sad 
when he takes leave of Van Diemen's Land. When the curtain goes 
down on the last night of a pantomime, poor old clown must be very 
dismal, depend on it. Ha ! with what joy he rushes forward on 
the evening of the 26th of December next, and says — *'*' How are 
you ? — Here we are ! *' But I am growing too sentimental : — ^to return 
to the theme. '" 
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The national mind is awakened to the subject of Snobs. 
The word Snob has taken a place in our honest English Vocabulary. 
We can't define it, perhaps. We can't say what it is, any more than 
we can define Wit, or Humour, or Humbug ; but we know what it is. 
Some weeks since, happening to have the felicity to sit next to a 
young lady at a hospitable table, where poor old Jawkins was holding 
forth in a very absurd pompous manner, I wrote upon the spotless 

damask " S B,*' and called my neighbour s attention to the little 

remark. 

That young lady smiled. She knew it at once. Her mind straight- 
way filled up the two letters concealed by apostrophic reserve, and I 
read in her assenting eyes that she knew Jawkins was a Snob. You 
seldom get them to make use of the word as yet, it is true ; but it is 

N 
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inconceivable how pretty an expression their little smiling mouths 
assume when they speak it out. If any young lady doubts, just let 
her go up to her own room, look at herself steadily in the glass, and 
say ^^ Snob.'* If she tries tliis simple experiment, my life for it, she 
will smile, and own that the word becomes her mouth amazingly. A 
pretty little round word, all composed of soft letters, with a hiss at the 
beginning, just to make it piquant, as it were. 

Jawkins, meanwhile, went on blundering and bragging and boring, 
quite unconsciously. And so he will, no doubt, go on roaring and 
braying to the end of time, or at least so long as people will hear him. 
You cannot alter the nature of men and Snobs by any force of satire ; 
as, by laying ever so many stripes on a donkey's back you can't turn 
him into a zebra. 

But we can warn the neighbourhood that the person whom they 
and Jawkins admire is an impostor. We can apply the Snob test to 
him, and try whether he is conceited and a quack, whether pompous 
and lacking humility — whether uncharitable and proud of his narrow 
soul. How does he treat a great man — how regard a small one ? How 
does he comport himself in the presence of His Grace the Duke ; and 
how in that of Smith, the tradesman ? 

And it seems to me that all English society is cursed by this 
ingliuui^uiacal superstition ; and that we are sneaking and bowing and 
'^'cnnging ori"!hTo&^^Afl5J"df bullying and scorning on the other, from 
the lowest to the highest. My wife speaks with great circumspection 
— " proper pride," she calls it — to our neighbour the tradesman's lady ; 
and she, I mean Mrs. Snob, — Eliza — would give one of her eyes to 
go to Court, as her cousin the Captain's wife did. She, again, is a 
good soul, but it costs her agonies to be obliged to confess that we live 
in Upper Thompson Street, Somer's Town. And though I believe 
in her heart Mrs. Whiskerington is fonder of us than of her cousins, 
the Smiosmaos, you should hear how she goes on prattling about 
Lady Smigsmao, — and '^ I said to Sir John, my dear John ;" and 
about the Smtgsmags' house and parties in Hyde Park Terrace. 

Lady Smiosmag, when she meets Eliza, — who is a sort of a kind 
of a species of a connexion of the &mily, pokes out one finger, 
which my wife is at liberty to embrace in the most cordial manner 
she can devise. But, oh, you should see her ladyship's behaviour 
on her first-chop dinner-party days, when Lord and Lady Lonoears 
come ! 

I can bear it no longer — this diabolical invention of gentility which 
kills natural kindliness and honest friendship. Proper'pride, indeedt^ 
Rank and precedence, forsooth ! The table of ranks and degrees is a 
lie, and should be flung into the fire. Organise rank and precedence ! 
that was well for the masters of ceremonies of former ages. Come 
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forward, some great marshalj jand oiganiae Equality in society, a nd 
your rod shall swallow up aCthe juggling oia court ^Id-sticks. If 
this is not gospel truth — ^if the world does not tend to this — if 
hereditary-great-man worship is not a humhug and an idolatry — let 
us have the Stuarts hack again, and crop the Free Press's ears in the 
pillory. 

If ever our cousins the Smiosmaos asked me to meet Lord 
LoNOEARs, I would like to take an opportunity after dinner and 
say, in the most good-natured way in the world: — Sir, Fortune 
makes you a present of a number of thousand poimds every year. 
The ineffable wisdom of our ancestors has placed you as a chief 
and hereditary legislator over me. Our admirable Constitution 
(the pride of Britons and envy of surrounding nations) obliges me 
to receive you as my senator, superior, and guardian. Your eldest 
son, FiTz- Heehaw, is sure of a place in Parliament; your younger 
sons, the De Brays, will kindly condescend to be post captains and 
lieutenant-colonels,' and to represent us in foreign courts, or to take a 
good living when it falls convenient. These prizes our admirable 
Constitution (the pride and envy of, &c.) pronounces to be your due ; 
without count of your dulness, your vices, your selfishness ; or your 
entire incapacity and folly. Dull as you may be (and we have as 
good a right to assume that my lord is an ass, as the other proposi- 
tion, that he is an enlightened patriot) ; — dull, I say, as you may be, 
no one will accuse you of such monstrous folly, as to suppose that you 
are indifferent to the good luck which you possess, or have any 
inclination to part with it. No — and patriots as we are, under happier 
circumstances, Smith and I, I have no doubt, were we dukes ourselves, 
would stand by our order. 

We would submit good-naturedly to sit in a high place. We would 
acquiesce in that admirable Constitution (pride and envy of, &c.) 
which made us chiefs and the world our inferiors ; we would not cavil 
particularly at that notion of hereditary superiority which brought so 
many simple people cringing to our knees. May be we would rally 
round the Corn-Laws ; we would make a stand against the Reform 
Bill ; we would die rather than repeal the acts against Catholics and 
Dissenters ; we would, by our noble system of class-legislation, bring 
Ireland to its present admirable condition. 

But Smith and I are not Earls as yet. We don't believe that it is 
for the interest of Smith's army that young De Bray should be a 
Colonel at five-and-twenty, — of Smith's diplomatic relations that 
Lord Lonoears should go Ambassador to Constantinople, — of our 
politics, that Lonoears should put his hereditary foot into them. 

This booing and cringing Smith believes to be the act of Snobs ; 
and he will do all in his might and main to be a Snob and to submit 
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to dnobs no longer. To Lokoeabs he says, '^ We can't help seeing-, 
LoNOEARS, that we are as good as yon. We can spell even better ; 
we can think quite as lightly ; we will not have you for our maater, 
or black your shoes any more. Your footmen do it, hut they are paid ; 
and the fellow who comes to get a list of the company when you give 
a banquet or a dancing breakfast at Longueoreille House, gets money 
from the newspapers for performing that service. But for us, thank 
you for nothing, Lonoears, my boy, and we don't wish to pay you 
any more than we owe. We will take off our liats to Wellimotok 
because he is Wellington ; but to you — who are you ? " 

1 am sick of Court Circulars. I loathe hauUton intelligence. I 
believe such words as Fashionable, Exclusive, Aristocratic, and the 
like, to be wicked unchristian epithets, that ought to be banished from 
honest vocabularies. A court system, that sends men of genius to the 
second-table, I hold to be a Snobbish system. A Society that sets up 
to be polite, and ignores Arts and Letters, I hold to be a Snobbish 
Society. You, who despise your neighbour, are a Snob ; you, who 
forget your own friends, meanly to follow after those of a higher 
degree, are a Snob ; you, who are ashamed of your poverty^ and blush 
for your calling, are a Snob ; as are you who boast of your pedigree, 
or are proud of your wealth. 

To laugh at such Is Mr, Punch's business. May he laugh honestly, 
hit no foul blow, and tell the truth when at his very broadest grin — 
never forgetting that if Fun is good, Truth is still better, and Love 
best of all. 
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